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	1. Chapter 1

_Yay! My first fic! Lemme know what you think!_

_Summary: Clary and Sebastian/Jonathan were raised together by their father and mother until Jocelyn suddenly leaves, taking young Clary with her._

Chapter One

Clary sat on the front steps of the brownstone that she lived in with her mom, texting Simon. He was on his way, dealing with the struggles of the subway. Jocelyn was inside working on a painting, as always. She was great as far as mom's went, always pretty chill, even though she was kind of paraniod. Brooklyn was the ninth place they'd lived since Clary was twelve, and she was now almost sixteen. Her mom always said the moving was for the art market, but before and after a move she was always super nervous always strict, which disipated after a week or so.

Because of the frequent moves, Clary had been doing online school, which was how she'd met Simon. They'd been Internet friends since they were twelve, and had met in person only once before when Simons family (it was just him, his mom, and his sister) had visited Disneyland and Clary and her mom had been living in LA. They'd been thirteen then, and had spent the whole time talking about books and games.

And now, three years later, they were about to meet again.

Jocelyn had a 'sort of not really' date with this guy Luke that she'd know from 'oh honey it was before you were born', so Clary and Simon were going to hit up Midtown Comics, the Record Store, and then Java Jones. Apparently they were having a poetry reading there, and one of the guys from his band was reciting. Clary liked poetry and had a piece of her own in her notebook incase she got the chance to read.

_Simon: be there in 10 :)_

Clary set her phone on the step beside her and stretched her back. Her shoulders were aching from being bent over her desk all morning and the night before working on her graphic novel, so it felt good when her bones popped under her muscle.

As she waited, she wondered if this was meant to be a date.

Her hands were stained with black ink that wouldn't come off in her shower, and her back converse were painted with white daisy's. The jeans she'd picked out were skinnys that emphasized how skinny she was, and though her white t-shirt did about the same, it was tight and v-cut enough to proudly proclaim she wasn't 14 and did in fact have some breast to offer. Her hair, bright and orange-red, was for once not fizzy, and actually fell straight. She'd gotten bangs right before moving, and still wasn't sure how she liked them, though they were cute and brought attention to the green of her eyes.

She was cute, but was she dateable? Her history of moving hadn't let her find out, and online school really hadn't helped.

"Clary?" an almost - low voice said.

She'd been staring at her shoes and hadn't noticed the boy walking through the gate until he spoke. He was tall-much taller than her-and had somewhat decent muscle, and dark slightly curling hair.

"Simon?" she stood up and grinned at him. "oh my god! You look so different!"

He didn't really. He was still Simon, just taller and hotter, less nerdy kid looking.

They hugged and headed off, Clary nearly forgetting her phone as they did.

Instead of dealing with the subway, they hailed a taxi, taking the whole way to the comic store.

As they drove into the city, Clary noticed a huge, castle - like building up a busy street, three black clad figures walking up to it. The air around them seemed to shimmer as they walked up to it, which Clary dismissed as the heat. In the glimpse she had of it before the light turned and the cab shot forward, she could have sworn she saw a fourth person in black, hair almost white, watching them. But then the cab was moving and she turned her attention back to Simon.

That hair...why did it seem so familiar?


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter Two

The poetry was horrible, but it was okay because the coffee was good. Simon said it was because cute girls always got good coffee, which made her laugh. They were walking up the street that lead to the brownstone from the subway, close enough that their shoulders brushed.

"Are you saying I'm cute?" she asked, trying not to blush. The apartment was in sight, and she felt a wave a sadness. She didn't want the night to be over.

He brushed against her. "of course I do. I wouldn't have suffered through that awful poetry if I didn't have a cute girl with me."

Clary laughed. "You could have suggested a change of scenery. It was horrible."

"I was expecting something better," he grimaced, running a hand through his hair. "Not the best reunion date."

Her ears perked. "No, but it was nice otherwise." They were in front of the brownstone now, and Clary leaned again the fence beside the gate. "I would invite you up, but my mom is probably asleep."

"That's okay. If it weren't getting late I would have suggested my place anyway since we'd have the TV to ourselves."

Silently taking a deep breath, Clary leaned forward a bit. "I had a really nice time, Simon. You really know how to show a girl a good time. I'd love to do it again."

He took a step toward her, and she could feel the heat of his body. "Minus the poetry."

"Minus the bad poetry."

"I would love to take you out again, Clary." He reached out to take her hand as he spoke.

And then they were kissing. Clary wasn't sure who had initiated the kiss, but she didn't care. Simons lips were warm on hers, and tasted like coffee and melted sugar. She wrapped her arms around his neck and felt his hands in her hair. He smelled like coffee too, coffee and fresh laundry and heat. He felt like home, wrapping itself around her. His body was pressed against hers, pushing her gently against the iron of the fence.

All too soon, the kiss ended. Their foreheads presses together and they breathed heavily.

"You can take me out any time," Clary said. She kissed him again before turning in his loosening arms to unlatch the gate.

"I'll take you up on that." he smiled.

"Let me know that you get home safe, okay?" Clary said, releasing his hand as she closed the gate behind her.

"I will," he said, walking backwards down the street. "And tell me what you think of that comic!"

Her mother was asleep when she got home, laying on the couch with a quilt on her feet. Her phone was on her chest.

Clary grabbed a BBQ chicken wrap from the fridge on her way to her room, then paused and headed over to her mom. She pulled the blanket up and put the phone on the charger. Kissing her mom's forehead, she flicked off the lights, locked the doors, and headed to her room.

Laying in bed, Clary touched her lips with her finger tips and smiled to herself about the kiss, and how great it was to finally have a friend-and possibly boyfriend-in person.

Oddly though, her dreams were not of Simon. Instead, they were flashes of oddly familiar symbols, angle wings, and a boy with almost white hair.


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter Three

**A/N: I am very happy with the way I see this story going, and I have to say that I jumped up and down excitedly when i got an email while writing that said someone is already following my story. Also, I'm sorry if the chapters are short. I don't actually have a computer, so all of this is done on GoogleDocs from my phone. It makes it kind of hard to write at length, but I'll try harder. Ex oh heart!**

**-Thisbe**

Clary woke up with a start and barely processed her surroundings before jumping to her desk and grabbing her pencil. The picture practically drew itself with her hand, and the image of a blonde haired angel came out smoothly, and without flaw. She wasn't thinking as she drew-she never did- so she was almost surprised when she dropped the black colored pencil back into the mug and sat back to see what was on the page.

His hair was golden blonde and his skin was tan, covered in sharp symbols tattooed on his skin. As she looked at them she thought that 'tattoo' wasn't the right word for what she was seeing, but her mind couldn't supply the word for them. His wings were almost gold, folded behind his muscular form, peeking out behind his shoulders and legs. They were nearly as tall as he was. In his hand was some sort of pen, made to look as though it was glowing and made of metal and glass. He wore a ring, but the design wasn't visable.

She started to reach for her outlining pen, but stopped as her fingers touched it. Unsure of why exactly, she dropped her hand with the feeling that the picture wasn't complete yet.

Jocelyn was fidgeting around the kitchen making breakfast when Clary left her room. The apartment smelled like bacon and pancakes.

"Morning, Mom," she smiled, grabbing the carton of orange juice from the fridge.

She jumped, and pressed a hand to her chest. "Clary! God, you scared me. I didn't hear you come out." She smiled. "Hungry?"

The two of them sat at the counter to eat and Clary frowned at her mom. "Are you okay?"

"Of course," Jocelyn said, a little too quickly.

Her red hair, deeper than Clarys, was up in a messy bun, and Jocelyn brushed a few strands behind her ear. "Why wouldn't I be?"

Clary shrugged. "Pancakes are your comfort food, mom. I know that. Did Luke stand you up or something? You feel asleep on the couch with your phone."

Her mom sighed. "Ever observant, as always. He, um...no, he didnt. He texted to say he got caught up in something."

"Forget him," Clary said around a big bite of pancake. "Any guy who stands up a babe like you isn't worth your time, Mom."

She laughed. "You're probably right, hun. Anyway, how was it with Simon? Was it a _date_ or not?"

"It was," she grinned. "And it was fun. He showed me around Midtown Comics and the Record Store. He bought me a comic and then we went to this coffee place called Java Jones. He's in a band, right? Well one of his band mates was in the poetry reading. But it was funny because he was so bad at poetry. But Java Jones has some great java, Mom, like you wouldn't believe."

She gave her daughter a look. "Did you kiss? Cuz if you didn't it's not a real date." It earned her a swat on the arm, which they both laughed off.

"Yes," Clary said after a moment. "We did kiss. He walked me home and we said it was fun, and then we kissed." She didn't mention that they also stayed up late texting about it and making new plans.

"Good for you, Clar-bear."

"Yeah. And we're going out again tonight!"

Jocelyn's eyes widened. "Oh. So soon?"

"He's my only friend here, Mom," she shrugged. "Who else am I gonna hang out with?"

Before she could answer, Jocelyns phone rang in her pocket. She held up a finger to Clary and stood up to answer it. "Hello?" she hurried to her room, closing the door behind her.

Shrugging, Clary pulled out her own phone.

_Angel wings, sharp symbols, golden hair. Black hair, silver dagger, glowing sword. Glowing blue water, golden goblet, more symbols. Hooded figures, the smell of burning, the crack of fire. White hair, piercing eyes, more symbols. Cat eyes, a flying arrow, more symbols. The flash of a knife, more symbols. Symbols, symbols, more black symbols._

Clary jerked into a sitting position at her desk and reached for her pencil again. Her hand seemed to blur as it raced across the paper, and she watched almost from outside herself as a figure drew itself beside the golden haired angel.

Dark messy hair, dark eyes, black clothes, a bow strapped to his back, and those same sharp tattoos.

When Clary snapped back into herself, she leaned forward automatically to fill in a blank spot on his shoulder, but stopped herself. It wasn't done yet, and something was meant to go there. But what? She started at the picture for a long time before giving up and going to shower.

What was up with those weird dreams? She didn't normally have weird dreams, honestly. Her dreams were usually the funny sort that most people have-talking cats and oceans made of sprite, or whatever. At least those dreams made no sense for a reason.

Dressed in a grey tea shirt, black converse, and a skirt that looked like a wrapped army - green button down, Clary went to the kitchen hoping for leftover pancakes. She'd fallen asleep at her desk (which happened a lot) and was now starving. A note on the counter said her mom had left, so she turned on her music as background noise.

There were leftover pancakes in the fridge, so she put them on a plate in the microwave.

_Simon: looking forward to seeing you tonight_

Clary smiled at her phone and texted back.

_Clary: what are we doing?_

_Simon: I know a place. Be hungry!_

_Clary: don't underestimate my stomach_

_Simon: I like a girl who can eat_

_Clary: how much? Lol_

_Simon: your weight in borscht?_

_Clary: that's a lot of borscht_

_Simon: weight in 1 sitting?_

_Clary: that i could do lol as long as there's no poetry_

_Simon: I know a better place lol _

_Clary: haha :) aw maybe next time when my ears aren't bleeding_

_Simon: can't hear you_

Clary laughed aloud. She set her plate of pancakes on the counter and started to drown them in syrup.

_Clary: I'm eating pancakes!_

_Simon: funny cuz I'm eating grapes and wishing they were pancakes _

_Clary: the could be. Press hard and smother in syrup of your choice!_

_Simon: grape juice in my eye!_

The easy conversation continued until Clary decide it was probably a good idea to get ready.

_Clary: dress code?_

_Simon: jeans or whatever. Chill place._

Shrugging, she stayed in the close she was in, but headed to the bathroom to straighten her hair out.

An hour later she was lounging on the couch playing a game on her phone, listening to Simple Plan. The sing went quiet as a text came in

_Mother ship: I'll be home late._

_Clary: where are you?_

_Mother ship: with luke. Tell you later. K?_

_Clary: stay strong!_

_Mother ship: trying _

_Clary: I might be late too. Simon?_

_Mother ship: right! Totally didn't forget :) have fun. Lock doors. Blah blah.._

_Clary: use protection ;)_

_Mother ship: CLARY_

Simon texted that he was five minutes away in a cab, that she should meet him outside so they didn't have to flag another

Grinning, she grabbed her bag and headed out, locking the door behind her.

The place Simon had chose for date #2 was a diner downtown that claimed to have the best borscht in town. According to Simon, they really did.

They sat in a little booth by the window and people - watched while they waited for their food, sipping their coffees.

There was a group of teenagers standing across the street wearing all black, talking amongst themselves. One was a girl, athletic and curvy with legs for miles, and long black hair. The other two were guys, a blonde and a black haired guy that was taller than the blonde. They looked familiar, though Clary was sure she had never seen them before. They were all attractive, the kind of people she would have liked to draw in scenes. Suddenly, they all took off running down the street, and Clary thought she saw a glimpse of a tattoo on the girls neck.

She forgot about the trio a moment later when they're food came. Simon had, of course, gotten the borscht (that almost rhymed), and Clary got a huge burger with an enormous amount of fries, which she drenched in truffle oil and ketchup.

Halfway through their meal, Simon asked about her graphic novel.

"What's it about again?" he asked.

It was a project she'd been working on for the last year, and had shown exclusive to Simon in snippets. "It's about people who kill demons."

"Like in _Supernatural_?"

"Sort of. These guys are human, but they have magic that helps them sense demons."

"Pretty cool. How far have you gotten?"

Clary shrugged. "I'm still working on the story line, so everything so far is filler."

Just then, from her back pocket, her phone started singing a parody of Justin Timberlake. _Mom_.

"Sorry," she said, pulling out her phone and sliding out of the booth. "I gotta take this."

"No problem."

Down a hallway of the diner was the restrooms and a back entrance. Clary leaned against the wall as she pressed the phone to her ear.

"Hey, mom. Need a bail-out?" she grinned.

"Clary, listen to me. I need you to listen very carefully." Her voice was tight, heavy, and there was noise in the background like construction or something.

"What's wrong?"

"Do you remember when I put a number in your phone for emergencies? I need you to call that number right now. Do you understand? Call Tessa and tell her I told you to call. Tell her that they are here. Okay?" The noise in the background got louder, and there was and brief screeching sound, like metal against tiles.

"Mom? Mom, what's going on? Who's there? What's all that noise?" Clary felt her heart beating faster in her chest, and tried not to panic.

"Just do as I say! Call Tessa! Tell her that they're here! Please, Clary, do it. Now!"

There was a crashing sound and the line disconnected.

"Mom? Mom!" Clary shoved the phone in her pocket and ran back out to the diner, where Simon was getting up.

"Clary, what's wrong?"

"I don't know. I have to go, I'm so sorry!" she grabbed her bag, and gave Simon and quick kiss before running out the door.

Everything seemed to blur as she ran down the street, slipping in between people and around signs. She stopped around the corner from the brownstone and dropped to her knees.

Shit, if there was something wrong, someone there, she probably shouldn't just run in.

The mysterious Tessa, her mom's oldest friend apparently, didn't answer. Practically growling with frustration, Clary left a message.

"Tessa, I'm Clary Fairchild. My mom told me to call you because someone is there? I don't know! She isn't answering her phone and something is wrong. Please call-" the phone was suddenly ripped from her hand, and there was and crunching sound.

Clary spun around and jumped to her feet. Before her was a tall guy with almost white hair, holding a mass of rose-colored metal in his hand. When he dropped it, Clary realized it was her phone. He reached for her so fast that his hands seemed to blur, and then there was a streak of black as someone just as fast rushed him and threw him into the iron fence, which dented around him.

Strong hands were suddenly grabbing Clarys shoulders and shoving her down to the pavement, blurring over her before becoming a dark haired man with a bow strapped to his back. Then there was a girl there with long dark hair, twisting a silver beam around the white haired guy, who howled with pain and struck out at the first guy, the blonde. There was a slash of red on his cheek, which he mirrored on the white haired guy with a growl. The girl dipped to the ground and kicked the guys legs out from under him, and the dark haired guy grabbed at his arms, trying to pin them behind his back.

White hair threw himself backward, slamming Dark hair into the iron fence and knocking him out. The blonde punched him in the jaw, sending him to the ground, where the girl grabbed his arms and tried to pin his chest under her knees. With incredible strength, White hair ripped his arms from her grasp, placed his hands on her waist, and threw her away. She slammed into the iron fence, landing on top of Dark hair, who was trying to stand.

Blonde made a gesture to Dark hair before running at White hair and tackling him to the ground again.

Suddenly, Dark hair was standing over Clary, grabbing her arm and ripping her to her feet. Keeping his hold, he started pulling her across the street, but she was locked in place, staring at the two guys grappling on the pavement of the sidewalk. She was vaguely aware that he was shouting at her-_come on, run, run, we gotta go_-but she couldn't hear him. Her gaze was fixed on the fight.

Their movements were so fast they blurred together, and it almost hurt her eyes to watch.

One of them swung their arm, and there was blood on the pavement. There was a glow in the shape of a knife, slicing through the air but making no purchase.

The dark haired girl dragged herself up, and made her way over to Clary and Dark hair, saying something that she couldn't make out.

Her ears were ringing.

What the hell was happening?

The blonde guy was thrown against the fence, making another big dent in it, and then White hair was standing beside Clary, seeming to suddenly appear there. He grabbed Dark hair by the wrist, there was a cracking sound, and he flung him around and threw him into the blonde guy.

He grabbed Clary and started to lift her over his shoulder, but the girl delivered and kick to the middle of his back. He flew forward, Clary flying over him and did landing on the pavement. There was a crack as her head hit the pavement.

Dark splotches covered her eyes, and then she was in darkness.


	4. Chapter 4

**A/N: I'm really glad you guys like the story. If there's anything you want to read or point you want clarified or added, pm me or leave a review :) **

Chapter Four

Clary was awoken by the sound of a door opening, and the cool breeze of it brushing her face. She opened her eyes to an unfamiliar room of classic Victorian design. She was laying in a four-poster conopy bed of cream and lavender. There was and nightstand beside the best with a lamp, a water glass, and a small ceramic dish containing two white pills. A wooden arm chair stood beside the bed as well.

The door that had awoken her was still open, and there was a man-no, a teenager, just a little older than her-standing beside it. He wore dark jeans and a white t-shirt, his hair unstyled and almost white. Across the exposed skin of his arms and neck, and faintly visible through his shirt, were the sharp black tattoos from her dreams.

"You're awake!" He grinned happily. "I'm glad. How are you feeling? Oh no, don't try to get up! You took a bit of a beating. Here!" He strode toward the bed and helped her sit up, looking concerned when she hissed in pain.

"God, my head…!" She groaned.

"Here," he said, handing her the dish of pills and the water. "Take this. It's Tylenol, of course. I know you're allergic to ibuprofen." He smiled like he was proud to know it.

After a moment of hesitation, Clary took the pills and drained the water.

"Feel better?" He smirked, amused. He sat in the chair.

"I guess, yeah." Clary looked around the room. "Where am I? What happened?" She caught his eye. "Who are you?"

He blinked at her, stunned. "You...you don't remember me?"

He looked familiar, but… "We've never met before."

"Clary…"

"Wait, how do you know my name? Who are you?"

"Clary," he said, sounding almost desperate. "C'mon, it's me! Jonathan! Your brother! How can you not remember me?"

"I'm an only child. I don't have a brother." But oddly, even as she spoke the words, she hesitated. It had always just be her and her mom, hadn't it? Just the two of them moving around together!

Yet his face...it seemed so familiar. It was like seeing all of her things set up in the middle of nowhere. He was as familiar as her mom, as her own reflection in a mirror. His hair, his eyes, his...tattoos. Everything about him struck something, but how? She had no memor of him.

"Clary, of course you do," he said. She could see the hurt in his eyes that he tried to hide. "I'm Jonathan, your brother. And you're Clarissa-Clary, I gave you that nickname when you were three! Our parents are Valentine and Jocelyn Morganstern-"

"My mom is Jocelyn Fairchild," Clary inturupted. "Not Morganstern. She was never married. My father died when I was a baby-and I don't have a brother!" she felt nearly on the verge of panic.

Jonathan moved from the chair to sit on the bed in front of her. "Clary, think about it. I know you recognize me! I look a little different, but not _that_ different."

She shook her head. "We've never met before."

It made no sense. They had never met, but she couldn't deny the familiarity, though she had no memories of him.

But how did he know her name? Or her nickname? Or her mom's name? Or that she was allergic to advil?

Morganstern. Morning star. How did she know that? She'd never heard it before. Had she?

There was a knock at the door, and a man walked in. He looked a lot like Jonathan. They had the same hair color-though the man's was more military cut-and the same tattoos.

"Clary, you're awake! Good." His voice was low, warm and parental.

Jonathan looked at him. "Father, she doesn't remember us!"

The man looked shocked. "What?"

"She doesn't remember us as all!"

The man walked over and sat on the chair. "Clary, what do you remember? It's been a few years, but you must remember something."

She shook her head, growing more upset. "No. I'm sorry, but it's always just been me and my mom."

His eyes flashed. "Your mother. Jocelyn-has she told you anything? Yesterday when you spoke, what did she say?"

"She told me to call someone…?" Clary put a hand on her forehead. Her memory was fuzzy and her head hurt. She remembered eating with Simon, taking the call from her mom...being outside the house calling Tessa...the waking up here. "I was supposed to call Tessa. I had to tell her something."

Jonathan cocked his head to the side. "The warlock girl?"

The man nodded and stood up. "A warlock, of course. I think...there's a block on your mind, Clary, put there by a warlock. I'll make a few calls. Don't worry, hun." He touched her shoulder. "We'll figure this out." He smiled affectionately, if a little sad, then looked at Jonathan. "Look after your sister. Try to help her remember." Then he left.

"Who was that?" Clary asked once he was gone.

"Valentine. Our father."

"Did someone really take my memories?" The idea was scary, even if it sounded inpossible. It seemed more likely that she'd simply sustained amnesia from a head injury.

"If mother was friendly with Tessa, it's possible."

"But why? I mean, if what you're saying is true, why would mom even want to do that?" She was always saying she missed my father, and wished he hadn't died, and how she had always wanted a son as well...why would she have left them?

Jonathan shrugged. "I don't know. She left out of nowhere, in the night. We woke up one morning and you were both gone. I was only thirteen."

That surprised Clary. "Thirteen? Wait, how old are you?" he looked almost her age.

"Seventeen."

"Only a year older than me? So...I was only...twelve?"

He nodded. "That's why it's weird that you don't remember."

"that's crazy though! When I was twelve we'd just moved to LA from San Francisco-Scottsdale before that!"

He shook his head. "No, Clary. Those memories aren't real. They were put there to replace the ones that were taken. We were living in Idris when you were twelve. In the Morganstern manor house. We spent weekends in Alicante."

"What's Idris?" The name rang a million bells, but they led nowhere in her head.

"It's where we're from. Alicante is the Capitol city." his eyes glazed over a bit. "It's the most beautiful place in the world-glass towers, shining buildings. The City of Glass"

An image flashes being Clarys eyes of a shining city with rolling hills behind it-something her mother had painted once. Clary could see it in her minds eye, leaning against the wall in her mother's room, right under the window. Glass towers...She'd even drawn something like it for her graphic novel. Was it the same place?

"Where's my bag?" she asked.

Jonathan stood up and grabbed something from the foot of the bed. Her old leather messenger bag. "This one?" He handed it to her before sitting back down.

Her sketchbook was inside-as were her travel pencils and charcol, thankfully, since they were still expensive-containing sketches of characters and snippets of her graphic novel. She flipped through pages of demonic creatures and runic symbols and clothes until she got the the colored drawing of the glass city she'd drawn.

"I always thought I made it up," she said, sliding the book so he could see.

"That's definitely Alicante. May I?" he asked reaching for the book. She nodded, and he started sifting through it.

"what?" She asked when he made a face.

"You definitely have a block in your head, but you remember a lot." He adjusted to show her what was seeing, and pointed at various pictures. "This is a ravenor demon, Clary. We've fought them togetger. This is the weapons shop in Alicante where we got to pick out our first swords and get them engraved when we were eight. Those are the swords, we got morning stars on the hilts. And these runes here are from the Grey Book-sure footedness, far sighted, Angelic power, unlock, heal…" he pointed to a rune that appeared like hearts around a boy and girl (the main characters) who stood within a circle of fire. "Parabatai," he said sadly. "We were going to get it together"

Clary felt a sudden wave of sadness without knowing why. When he said the word,her heart shuddered. It was like her heart knew what it meant when her brain couldn't find the words for it. She decided right then for herself what her heart said.

_Brother._

"why would mom separate us?" she asked, suddenly wanting to cry. "I can feel leaving you, but I can't remember!"

Jonathan dropped the book and pulled Clary into his arms. "Don't cry, Clary, please. Please don't be sad! We'll figure this out, I promise!" He pulled back to smile and wipe the tears from her cheeks. "we're together now, and that's all that matters!"

Then, his smile became soft and deep with emotion that he'd clearly been suppressing: love.

This was the look of a brother, finally reunited with his sister after four long years. It was a look of joy and love that said he really didn't need answers because knowing he had her back was enough for him.

Clary returned his smile as best as she could. She didn't feel the loss the way he did, but could feel pieces of her heart being filled that she hadn't realized had been empty. The difference was that Clary did need answers. She realized as they talked that her childhood memories were all vague, as though they were discribed instead of lived. Spaces were filed with words instead of memories: school, tv, Sacramento, Portland, mountain, friends, river, summer, christmas. Words but no pictures. She realized as she thought that her first actual memory was of her first day of school in Miami, only twelve years old, taking a Tylenol from her mom as they walked through a city alley. Then they'd moved to Texas and spent Christmas dinner at Dennys, like they did for every holiday. And Jocelyn never really dated but was always meeting old friends in the streets when they were out, and they always acted like Jocelyn had died. They would whisper for a long minute, then grab a drink later. Clary always got the sense that her mom was running from always scary past and just didn't want to scare her, but they never talked about it. They'd moved to New York when Jocelyn had learned that Luke was living there, and Clary had learned that Luke had been friends with her parents in school, way before Clary had been born. Luke had been there to see Clarys birth, and would have been the best man at their wedding if her father hadn't supposedly died.

Was any of that even true? Did Luke know Valentine or was it all lies?

"Jonathan," Clary said suddenly. "Where's my mom? I want to see her."

Jonathan looked away. "Clary...our mother isn't well. She's...she's at Beth Isreal in a coma. She's okay, no damage they can find or anything, but they don't know why she won't wake up. She's stable, and it's just a waiting game now."

Her body felt cold. "Can I see her?"

"Yeah, of course. We'll go no. Uhm, I should tell father. There's a bathroom and closet through that door if you want to change or whatever. I'll be back."

Clary hadn't noticed the door before, hidden from her view behind the gause of the beds canopy. She waited until Jonathan was gone before getting out of the bed and heading over, praying there was a shower.
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Chapter Five

Behind the door, Clary found a full bathroom with a 6-head shower and another door leading to a walk-in closet holding a few of her clothes-probably enough to fill a backpack.

The shower felt like heaven on the muscles she hadn't realized were sore, and on her neck. Her head hurt like she'd hit it, but couldn't remember doing so. There were scrapes and forming bruises on her arms, legs, and back, and a nasty cut on her temple right below her bangs. Where had they come from?

All of the products in the shower and on the counter were from her private bathroom back home, and she couldn't help but wonder how they'd gotten there. Surely Jonathan could clear it all up.

After showering and blowing her hair straight, Clary walked into the closet and pulled on a pair of ink-stained jeans, a cropped white _Jurassic World_ tee, and black converse that she'd worn the day before.

Back in the bedroom, she found Jonathan sitting on the bed looking through her sketch book.

"Ready?" he asked. "Father is busy, so I'll be driving us." He made a face. "Plus, I think seeing mother in the hospital upsets him. You understand, I'm sure."

Clary nodded. "Is she really that bad?"

"Not really," he said, leading her out the door and down and hallway. "She's breathing on her own and everything, but she has a lot of equipment on her. The doctors don't know what's wrong, so they have to keep an eye on everything." He sighed. "I'm sure it'll be hard for you to see her like that, because she's your mom."

"She's your mom, too," Clary said.

"Yeah, but it's different. I haven't seen her in four years, and I don't know why she left. It's hard. I can't even ask her." he shook his head, looking upset. "Sorry. It's just hard and confusing for me. I've missed her, and I'm happy to see her, but I'm confused and upset."

On impulse, Clary took his hand. "Don't worry. She'll wake up and we'll get our answers. I'm sure she has them." She gave him a smile, which he tightly returned.

Jonathans car was a rented Mercedes, which he drove like he'd been behind its leather wheel his entire life. The house was several miles outside the city, and with traffic it made the drive over an hour to the hospital. As they drove, Jonathan turned the radio to a classic station.

"Do you mind?" he asked. "Classical music relaxes me."

"I don't mind."

They'd been in the car only about five minutes when Clary spoke again.

"What do your tattoos mean?"

He didn't look at her, focused on the road, but she could see his confusion. "You don't know? Clary, they're runes, the same ones you drew in your book!" Keeping one hand on the wheel at all times, he pointed them out. "For-sight, Angelic Power, Speed, Sure-Footedness...These ones that are faded are old iratzes, and Silent Footedness, glamoure…" he grinned. "Good luck, prosperity, success, stamina, mental excellence…" They came to a red light and he looked at her. "You would have them too, but you get your first one at twelve, and we hadn't done yours yet."

"Twelve?" Clary gaped. "But you can't get a tattoo until your eighteen!"

He shook his head. "They aren't tattoos. They're Marks. They give us power." Still at the red, he glanced at her again and then sighed, shaking his head. "You don't know about this either? Wow. Okay. Mother really should have taught you something."

"Well, it's it's a long drive. Tell me everything."

_Marks._ It was the word Clary had been thinking of. Runic marks that gave people power. It was like her graphic novel, which was quickly seeming more like repressed memories needing an outlet.

Jonathan went on to describe everything.

They were a special race of human called Shadowhunters: humans with the gift of angel blood that allowed them to use runes to give them abilities to fight demons. He told her about how Jonathan Shadowhunter was given the gift by the angel Raziel to rid the earth of demons; how Shadowhunter blood was dominant, and that they were either born or created by drinking from the Mortal Cup-another gift from Raziel, along with the sword and the mirror; how along with demons there were also fae, warlocks, vampires, and werewolves, which were called Downworlders. Downworlders and Shadowhunters lived in a sort-of peace because of the Accords. Shadowhunters killed demons and rouge Downworlders with the goal of protecting humans. Idris, their homeland, was the origin of Shadowhunters and a place where they lived and could seek refuge from danger. Along with Idris were Institutes around the world where Shadowhunters lived in close proximity to humans (which he called mundanes) in order to protect them from the evils of the world wherever they may be. Along with runes, Shadowhunters used weapons with runes on them called seraph blades, which were made to kill demons by envocing the power of the runes and angels themselves.

"Think I'm crazy yet?" Jonathan asked.

Clary shook her head. "It makes more sense than anything else, honestly." Plus, the information felt more right than any other explaination. It explained the runes and the dreams in a way that Clary couldn't put into words. It felt like the truth. "So...we're Shadowhunters. Mom too?"

He nodded. "Yup. Our parents were born and raised in the Glass City, just like us. You don't remember, but it's the truth."

He continued that runes were applied with a tool called a stele, and that if applied to any other being it would turn them Forsaken and kill them. "Think of them like zombies. The virus is contact only, and not everyone catches it. It's not exact, but basically runes react with shadowhunter blood, and reacts badly without it."

But certain runes could be used on inanimate objects also, though only when done by a shadowhunter.

"So how did you find mom?" Clary asked suddenly when they were ten minutes from the hospital and Jonathan had paused to take a breath.

He took a deep breath, and seemed to struggle to find words for a moment. "Father and I have been looking for you guys for four years, Clary, which I'm sure you've guessed. Well, a couple of days ago, we heard that someone had seen Mother here in New York with another shadowhunter, whose name we didn't catch. When we came to look, Father was making calls and researching while I pounded the pavement, so to speak. I followed a couple of other Shadowhunters thinking that it might have been you instead of Mother. I figured it could be you, and that you might have shadowhunter friends. We thought you guys might have false identities, so we followed every possible lead. Well, Father found a website with Mothers name on it-something about her art, and it had a phone number, which was attached to a recently changed address. I was heading over, just to check it out. I saw Mother through a window as I was going up, and then I saw a group of Council members heading inside. I hesitated, and then heard the sound of a Portal being made. When i got inside, I saw Mother on the floor unconcious, and everything thrown around.

"Anyway, I went outside to call Father to tell him what happened. I heard you talking and didn't realize who you were at first. I thought maybe you were some sort of look-up for the Clave, and...well, Father and I are supposed to tell the Clave if we got word of you guys, in case it was dangerous. I didn't want Father to get in trouble, so...well, I over reacted. I was emotional and upset. I, well, I broke your phone and got mad for no reason. Then some other Shadowhunters got the wrong idea and thought I was trying to hurt you. They're okay, we were all pretty beat up, but then Father came and got us. You were knocked out, I was freaking out, and Mother was unconsious...Honestly it was all kind of a blur for a while there. Sorry if you got hurt."

Clary smirked. "Now I know where the bruises came from. Don't worry, I'm fine."

"Good. I was pretty sure you were, but you hit your head pretty hard."

"I'm okay."

"It wasn't until Father showed up that I actually realized that you were my sister. He's kind of proud, so don't tell him I told you, but he cried when he saw you."

It made Clary smile, but it quickly went away and was replaced by anger and sorrow. She had no memory of her own father. It must have been painful for him to see her blank gaze earlier.

Suddenly, she was determined to get her memories back, no matter the cost. Against her will, the blank spaces had already cost her family four years, and her own life. She wouldn't let it hurt them anymore.

It was nearly noon when they arrived at the hospital, so it was mostly quiet as people filtered out to eat. There was a nurse leaving the room where Jocelyn was, and Jonathan stopped her before she could disappear.

"Excuse me," he said. "I'm Jocelyn Fairchilds son. Can you tell me how she's doing? Oh, this is Clary, my sister."

The nurse smiled. "She's doing just fine-still asleep, but fine. I'll have her doctor come speak with you, and he can answer all of your questions."

Clary shivered at the tone she used-the hushed tone that was reserved for hospitals and funerals. She hated it.

"Thank you. We'll just be inside then." He took Clarys hand and went to open the door. "It's okay," he said.

She nodded and gave him as much of a smile as she could.

Jocelyn was laying in the hospital bed, looking just as she always had aside from all of the equipment attached to her. She looked like she was simply sleeping, her deep read hair spread around her face, cheeks pale and flawless. As she stepped up to the bed, Clary half-hoped that her mom would suddenly wake up and try to scare her, the way she'd always done.

But she didn't move. The only signs that she was even alive were the slight rise and fall of her chest, and the steady beeping of the heart monitor.

"Are you okay?" Jonathan asked, squeezing her hand gently.

"She's alive, so I will be."

Jonathan nodded and sat on the edge of the bed. "It's weird that she looks the same as she did when I was young." He smiled slightly, looking sad. "I remember when I was a kid and she used to pretend to be asleep so she could scare me."

"She did that with me too." Clary said.

"She used to laugh about it and keep score, and i would try to scare her too. She would act scared to make me feel strong, but I knew that she could tell I was awake."

"Did I do that?"

"you were even worse at faking it than I was, but you tried. Once we did it together and she acted so scared, then tickled us until we cried."

"Did our father ever do it?"

He shook his head. "No, but he was really good at surprise attacks from behind corners and stuff."

Clary had to look away. "I wish I could rememeber. For me...it's like I don't have a dad. It's weird, thinking I don't one day, then having one the next, and not remembering that I only haven't had a dad for four years…"

He put a hand on her shoulder. "I know how you feel. Honestly, I was starting to wonder if you two were even alive. I was sure I'd never see you again."

Without thinking, they found themselves embracing, comforting each other silently. Jonathans body was warm against hers, and made her feel for the first time all day, even as she looked at her mom over his shoulder, that everything would really be okay.

In the car, coming up to the parking garage exit, Clary pulled her knees up and wrapped her arms around herself.

"Are you okay?"

"I'll tell you later," she tried to joke. She cleared her throat. "Uhm, I'm okay with going back to the house with you, but do you mind if we stop by the apartment? I just want to pick up a few things."

Jonathan hesitated for a second before nodding. "Sure. It's the middle of the day, so it should be fine." he glanced at her. "I tried to grab as much of your stuff as I could once I knew that mother was okay. But i guess a backpack of clothes isn't really enough."

"Not really," she smirked. "But I'll be quick anyway."

"We should probably get you a new phone at some point too," he said.

"Yeah, thanks for that, by the way. That was a brand new phone that you crushed." she joked.

Jonathan pointed to a rune on his shoulder. "Strength," he grinned. "Sorry. But it's not really my fault."

"I'll be giving Raziel a piece of my mind if I ever meet him."

Laughing out loud, Jonathan almost missed the turn, and ran up on the curb trying to make it.

"Just make sure to say it nicely, otherwise he might smite you. I've heard angels can do that."

Clary looked at him. "Jonathan, do you believe in angels? I mean, I remember what you told me, but is it real or is it just a story?"

"Well, I've never seen an angel. I've seen demons, of course. And I believe that there has to be a balance of good and evil. I'm not sure, but I will say that there's enough evidence that we can't say angels don't exist. I'm sort of a seeing-is-believing kind of guy, you know? But I do believe that anything is possible, and could exist."

"What about God?"

"No. But i think the idea of God came from somewhere-probably from the angels, if they really exist. But God is an idea created by mundanes, who would probably believe that a warlock was a god, so… I don't know. What about you?"

Clary shook her head. "Mom didn't raise me to be religious."

"Mother was raised as a shadowhunter, so I believe that. Father doesn't believe in a god either."

"What's our father like?" Clary asked suddenly a few minutes later.

Jonathan tilted his head to one side, leaning against the door and driving one-handed. "Uhm...he's like any father, I suppose. Well, any shadowhunter father. He's strict on training and learning and safety. Very smart. Before you guys went missing, he was in line to be the Inquisitor. Everyone always says he would be a great leader, that he's an amazing fighter." He paused to think for a long moment. "I guess he's passionate about shadowhunting the way a mundane father is about sports."

Clary nodded. "So he's just a normal dad?"

He shrugged, smiling. "Pretty much, yeah. He's a great guy."

The car circled the brownstone twice before Jonathan pulled over and sighed. "I'll try to find a place to park. You can get your stuff, and I'll help you in a minute."

Nodding, Clary got out of the car and headed up the block to the building where she'd lived for almost two weeks. When she got up to it, she noticed the fence.

It was solid iron, barely rusted even after years of standing. Surrounding the brownstone and the garden of flowers within, it was nearly untouched. Well, it had been. Clary know from Jonathan that a fight had happened the night before between him and some other Shadowhunters. She also knew that Shadowhunters were stronger than humans naturally, and that runes made them stronger. Yet it was unbelievable that they were strong enough to make six foot dents in solid iron bars.

The fence in that area looked like it had been hit by a car more than once.

"Clary!"

She spun around and found herself face to face with a grinning Simon.

"S-Simon!" she gaped. "What are you doing here?"

"What? Can't I surprise my best friend?" He pulled her into a tight hug. His lips brushed hers as he pulled away. "What's up? I called earlier, but your phones been off?"

"Oh, it's not off. It's broken. It's a long story, but I can't really talk right now." She sighed. "Sorry, Simon. I just really have to get some stuff from inside, and then I'm leaving."

He blinked hard twice. "Are you moving again? You just got here!"

"Sort of, not really. Just across town. I'm getting a new phone, so I'll definitely call you and explain everything then. But right now, I'm kind of-"

"Clary!" Jonathan called, walking up. He looked around confused. "Where's your stuff? Oh, and who's your friend?" In and very brotherly way, he slipped an arm around her shoulders. He was a lot taller than her, so the action was slightly awkward for both of them.

"Sorry," Clary stammered. "Um…"

"Clary, who's this?" Simon asked, looking at Jonathan oddly. His look said 'who is this relatively attractive guy side hugging my almost-girlfriend'-a look he was trying to hide from Clary but not Jonathan.

"Jonathan, this is Simon, my best friend," Clary said. "Simon, meet Jonathan, my brother."

Now Simon looked at Clary like she was on something. He leaned in slightly and lowered his voice to say, "Clary, you don't have a brother. You're an only child."

"Like I said earlier, it's a long story. I do have a brother, it turns out. We've just, uh, never met before. It's crazy and I still don't know everything because my mom is in the hospital-"

"What?" Simon gasped, panicked and concered. "Is she okay? What happened?"

She nodded. "She's okay. She's stable, but she's in a coma and the doctors don't know what's wrong. But she'll be okay."

"What happened?"

"I don't really know. Jonathan, um, was coming over this...um, last night, and found her unconsious on the floor, and he called 911 and our dad-"

"Wait," Simon put his hands up. "You have a dad now too?"

She shook her head, sighing. "Yeah. It's all really crazy. Anyway, so mom is in the hospital. So I'm just moving across town to stay with dad and Jonathan until she wakes up. It could be a while, since we don't know what's wrong, but I promise I'll keep in touch and we'll hang out and I'll tell you everything as soon as things calm down a little."

Jonathan slid away a few inches to look at Clary. "If you wanna stay a while, that's okay. We can get your stuff later…from here and the phone. I'm sure father will understand."

Clary hesitated, then shrugged. "Whatever works." She looked between them. "We could get coffee?"

"Sure," Simon nodded.

"You two go ahead. I'll go get a new phone for you, then meet up with you guys in a little while?" Jonathan shrugged.

"Okay," Clary smiled. "How about we all head over to Java Jones and then we can come back for my stuff? There's a few phone places over there."

"Sounds good." Jonathan looked at Simon. "Do you drive?"

He nodded. "I have my van. I can meet you there? Clary, you can give him directions and show him the stores and where to park if you remember…?"

"I do."

"Awesome," said Jonathan. "Clary and I will meet you there then."

From the car, they watched Simon get into the rickety old van that he used to tote his band around to gigs.

"Thought so," Jonathan sighed. "It's the only van on the block, and I'm pretty sure you'd die in that thing."

Clary smacked his shoulder, but they both laughed.

"I'm sure he's a decent driver, don't get me wrong. He seems like a good guy, but I don't trust that hunk of junk with my sister."

"Simon is great," Clary said fondly as they drove behind him. "We met when we were twelve."

"Where did you meet?"

"Well mom and I moved around a lot, so Simon and I met in online school. When we were living in LA, his family went to Disneyland and we got to meet in person for the first time when we were thirteen or so. He's been my best friend ever since."

"Is he your boyfriend too?" Seeing the look on her face, Jonathan laughed. "Is saw him kiss you when I was walking up. I haven't spent much time with mundanes, but that's more intimate than friendship, isn't it?" He winked at her.

"No its more than friendship. But Simon and I haven't talked about it."

"Well, do you want him to be your boyfriend?"

She shrugged. "I haven't really thought about it. I mean, he's great-he's funny and smart, he likes the same stuff as me...He'd be a great boyfriend, and it would be nice. But...with mom in the hospital and my memories and you and dad, not to mention being a shadowhunter! I don't know. It's probably not the best time to start dating someone."

"Probably not. But if you like him…" he shrugged. "Neither of you can wait forever. In our world you live fast and die young-and most do. That's why we tend to get married before twenty-five, and you can't become someone's _parabatai_ unless your under eighteen. When you live and breath danger and action like we do, there's never really a right time for anything." He glanced at her as they came to a light. "I'm just saying that if you like him, don't wait. You never know when it'll be too late."

She smirked. "Aren't you suppose to be keeping me from dating? You are my brother afterall."

"If Simon was even remotely a danger to you, I would fight it. However, he's a mundane, and I'm pretty sure you could take him down."

Clary was pretty sure too, but she didn't say so. Instead, she turned the tables. "What about you? Do you like someone?"

"Love hasn't really been on my mind, actually. I've spent the last four years devoted to trying to find you."
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Chapter Six

Being that it was barely one on a tuesday, Java Jones was pretty empty. It was warm out side, so Simon and Clary got iced lattes, and sat beside each other on one of the couches-the same one they'd sat on only a couple days before.

"At least there's no bad poetry this time," Simon joked as he sipped his coffee.

"Thank god. I don't know if I could sit through that again."

Clary glanced through the window and saw Jonathan across the street, walking into the Sprint store, and wanted to sigh. He'd dropped a bomb on her earlier that day that she was only half human-not exactly, but basically. She'd gotten the sense that it was a secret she wasn't allowed to share with normal people. Mundanes, like Simon.

Though the life she'd been living for four years was a book of lies, there was one thing that had been real: her friendship with Simon. He was her friend, her only friend, and he deserved to know. More than that, she desperately wanted him to be a part of her life-her life which was suddenly full of secrets, half-truths, lies, and magic. She wondered if she could tell him the truth without breaking rules, perhaps tell him it was a dream, or part of her graphic novel. Would it be a lie? Would it be better for him to know?

Would it put him in danger?

She wished she would have asked Jonathan in the car, but somehow the real bomb between them was the knowledge that he'd spent four years desperate to find her, and hadn't let himself be distracted even by love for another. They hadn't spoken after that.

Clary knew that if she didn't tell Simon, he would get pushed away by it all. She would forget to call as she searched for answers, learned how to be a shadowhunter, and put the pieces of her life together. She couldn't bear the idea of losing him to all that-losing the one thing that had been truly real for her.

"Clary?" Simon said suddenly. "Are you okay? You're staring into space."

She shook herself. "No, I'm fine. There's just a lot going on right now that I can't wrap my head around it all." she smiled apologetically. "Sorry. It's all coming me so fast that I can't even get away from it."

"You don't have to apologize, Clary. Really! And you don't have to tell me either. We can just...be together. Just you and me-no crazy stuff, no drama. Just the two of us together like we've wanted for years, even if it's only for a few minutes. Okay?"

"I swear I'll tell you everything when it's not blinding."

"I appreciate that, but 'blinding' sounds poetic, so if you could just not say that…"

She smacked his arm, laughing, feeling like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. At least for now, she didn't have to tell Simon.

So instead of talking about stressful stuff, they talked about nerd stuff. Simon had started reading a new comic series, his band had changed their name from Tranquil Badass to Champagne Enigma, and he'd decided to work on school through the summer in hopes of graduating early.

Without having realized time had been passing, Clary found herself jumping when Jonathan suddenly sad down a ross from them saying, "Sorry I took so long. That place was crowded. It took twenty minutes to get help."

"How long were you there?" Clary asked.

He looked at his watch. "Over an hour."

"I didn't realize it'd been so long…" she muttered. "Do you want a coffee?"

"I'm good. What are you guys talking about?"

Simon shrugged. "Comic books mostly. Do you read them?"

"Not really, but they're cool. I read mostly classics and religious stuff."

"How scholarly. Are you religious?" Simon asked.

"I have my moments," he joked. Then he looked to Clary, handing her a small box. "There's your phone. I got you a new case too."

She opened the box and found a brand new iPhone. Her previous phone had had a simple plastic case with pictures of roses. The case Jonathan had bought was already on the phone: cobalt blue acrilyc roses all over it, accented with little gems.

"Thanks," she smiled, setting the box beside her and flicking the phone on.

"Its got all your contacts on it, but they weren't able to get the pictures or apps. Sorry about that, but it wasn't to be."

"How'd you break your phone anyways, Clary?" Simon asked. "You're normally so careful with it."

"Actually," Jonathan said. "I broke it. It was an accident."

"He litterally crushed it in his hand," Clary said, like it was a joke. Jonathan stiffened, but Simon laughed.

"Yeah, right. No offense Jonathan, but I don't think even you could do that." Before he could say anything else, his phone started going off in his pocket. "It's my mom," he said, seeing it was a text. He shook his head. "Hey, sorry guys, but I have to head home. Mom wants me home."

Clary jumped up. "I'll walk you out."

Simon finished what little was left of his coffee, then stood up too.

"I'll be right back," Clary told Jonathan.

"Take your time," he waved. "I'm in no hurry."

Simons van was parked across the street, the passenger side visible from Java Jones, so Clary walked him all the way to it.

"He seems nice," Simon said. "Cool tattoos too."

"He is nice. I'm glad you like him. I was kind of worried about it." She leaned against the side of the van, out of view of the coffee shop. "I'm really glad we were able to hang out, even if it couldn't just be the two of us."

He shrugged. "It's not like this is the last time we'll ever see each other. Besides, it's nice to hang out with someone new. It's also nice to know you have another person who cares about you. I know it's weird, but it's always made me sad knowing I was your only friend and we'd only met once, you know?"

She smiled, touched by his words. "Yeah. And you're right, because we'll be hanging out a lot. I didn't move to New York for nothing!"

Then Simon took a step toward her, suddenly close enough for Clary to feel the heat of his body. "This might not be the right time or place or whatever...but can I kiss you?"

Blushing, she pushed up on her toes and brushed her lips against his as her response. Simon wrapped an arm around her back, keeping her up as he kissed her harder. He leaned down into her and pressed her back against the van with his body. Her hands went up around his shoulders and she smiled against his mouth.

She liked kissing Simon. He was good at it, and it felt good to be so close to another person-someone she liked, at that. And it would have been nice to do it more without having to worry about all the other stuff in her life.

Sadly, the kiss had to end. He broke it off, pressing his forehead to hers for a brief moment before kissing her one last time, then pulling away. Though her calves burned from being up on her toes, she would have preferred to keep kissing him.

"I should probably get going," he said.

"Text me so I know you get home safe?"

"Will do. Oh," he said as he opened the van door. "Feel free to give Jonathan my number-for emergencies in the future or whatever. Your mom had it, so he can too. You never know what might happen, and you know my number by heart, so…" He shrugged.

She grinned. "Thanks, Simon. Drive safe!"

She stood there while until he drove around the corner and the beat up van was out of sight, then she crossed the street. Jonathan had her bag and phone in his hand and was just walking out when she got to the door of Java Jones.

"Thanks," she said, taking them from him.

"I saw him leave and assumed we weren't sticking around either. Are you ready to get your stuff?" She nodded and he wrapped an arm around her as they started toward the car.

Once again, like Deja Vu, Jonathan dropped her in front of the brownstone and went to find a place to park. As she walked up the front steps to the door, she noticed that in the last hour or so the owners had been by to take down the FOR RENT sign for the lower level apartment. It had been vacant since before she and her mom had moved in, so it was weird that the sign was gone. Hopefully the neighbors would be nice-maybe they would have a daughter her age. That would be nice for when everything was figured out and she was back there living with her mom.

She jumped up the stairs to the second floor, and unlocked the door, resisting the natural urge to call out that she was home.

In her bedroom, Clary pulled the suitcase from under the bed and began filling it strategically with clothes, shoes, and miscellaneous items. She was just closing it when the unfinished picture on her desk caught her eye. After a moment of consideration, she folded it carefully and put it in the sketchbook in her purse, which was strapped across her body as always.

Hearing the sound of quiet steps from somewhere else in the apartment, she called out. "Jonathan, can you grab my jacket from the hall closet? It's the red one!"

Suddenly, the hairs on the back of her neck stood up but before she could turn, a hand was pressed tightly across her mouth, and a red light was itching against the skin of her shoulder. Her vision started going dark, she felt her knees go out, and she realized that whoever was holding her up was most definitely not Jonathan.

Then everything was black.
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Chapter Seven

The image carved itself into the blackness of her lids, outlined in red and white. Like the other runes she was now familiar with, this one was almost jagged in its sharpness, simple in its intricacy. Despite having never seen it before, her mind knew what it meant: sleep. She felt it disappear slowly from her shoulder and became aware of several things at once, even before opening her eyes.

First, she was lying in a bed in a cold, dimly lit room. Second, she was not alone. She could hear the breathing of at least two people near her. Third, they were watching her.

Recalling the events, she knew that it was not Jonathan or her father. She also got the idea that whomever it was was stronger, faster, and more prepared than she could have hoped to be. She wouldn't be able to fight them off, even if she wanted to.

Clary opened her eyes.

The room was huge with tall ceilings, blank walls, and blue light. She was lying on a small cot, surrounded by two rows of identical cots. On the one beside hers, two teenaged boys and a girl were sitting. When she opened her eyes, the girl-who had long black hair- shot up and left the room.

"Where am I?" Clary asked, looking at the blonde haired guy.

"I think you'll find that we are the ones asking the questions," the guy with dark hair said.

They both looked familiar, but Clary couldn't place them. She knew by their marks that they were shadowhunters, which should have meant she was safe, if not for the fact that they look almost angry in their seriousness. Simon would have called it a poker face, but Clary decided it was more the looks of military interrogators-like from the movies.

She sat up. "Where is Jonathan?"

"Don't worry," said a woman's voice. Clary looked over and saw a another dark haired woman, this one looking very sophisticated with her hair in a tight bun, being followed by the girl who had left. "Jonathan isn't here. I would imagine he's with his father, but it really not important." She stood at the end of Clary's cot, stern and unyielding in expression and body. "Who are you?"

"I'm really not allowed to talk to strangers."

"You are Clarissa Morganstern," the woman said. "Daughter of Valentine and Jocelyn." She sighed, like she was reluctant to give anything away besides the understanding that she had the upper hand. "This is the Institute, of course. I am Maryse Lightwood. This is Isabelle, Alec, and Jace. I'm sure your recognize them."

Clary shook her head. "Sorry. No."

"Well they remember you. It seems they attempted to rescue you from the harm of a person of interest. It's not important. Where is Jocelyn Morganstern?"

"She isn't here, and she isn't at home," Clary said. "I'm not with her, so I really can't tell you for sure."

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the blonde, Jace, hide a smirk.

"I'm underage," Clary continued. "You've kidnapped me, which is illegal everywhere. I don't care if you're shadowhunters. You don't have the right to interrogate me."

"Believe me, this isn't ideal at all, but I could make it a lot worse. I decided to have you brought here. Would you have preferred to wake up in the Silent City?"

Though she'd never heard of it, the name sent a chill down Clary's spin, and images of gruesome monks filled her vision.

"You have no right." Her voice shook slightly, but she ignored it. "I am not one of yours and you have no right to do this."

"Listen. Just tell me what I ask and you will be able to leave. We can do this the easy way or the hard way. It's your choice."

The implications were clear, and Clary knew that. The alternative was vague to her, but the images staining her mind were incentive enough.

"My mom is in a coma," she said. "I don't know why. I can't help you."

"We've had eyes on that house. Who were you with?" Maryse asked.

"My brother. I'm staying with him and needed my things."

"Your mother's things?"

"My things. My mother is in a coma, she can't use her things. Why do you want to know about my mom? She hasn't done anything wrong."

"She's a person of interest. It's need to know and that is all you need to know. Where is your mother?"

Clary sighed loudly. "Beth Israel, in a coma. I really can't tell you anything else. I want to see Jonathan."

Now Maryse sighed. "We will confirm your information is correct. Until then, you will stay here, under watch. Alec, the sanctuary. Isabelle, the front. Jace, stay with her." She looked at Clary. "Once I know you're telling the truth, that you know nothing, you can leave." Then she spun on her heel and left, Alec and Isabelle following her.

Clary looked at Jace, still unsure of his exact familiarity. Maryse had mentioned that Clary had met them while with a person of interest, which she assumed was her mom, but the two hadn't been in New York for long enough to have met anyone. Jonathan was a perfectly normal shadowhunter, some couldn't be a person of interest. Simon was a mundane so it probably wasn't him.

"Where's my stuff?" Clary asked.

Jace looked surprised. "What?"

"My bag? It was was on me when I was kidnapped. Where is it?"

He leaned back to pick her bag up from the other side of the cot he was perched on. Why was everyone putting her stuff on the floor? He handed it to her. "You won't find your phone in there if that's what you're looking for. It's been confiscated."

"Am I in trouble?" She asked. "Because I haven't done anything wrong."

He shrugged. "I can't really say."

"Because you don't know or you aren't allowed to say?"

"Maryse said you could leave when we know you aren't lying, so you couldn't have done anything too horribly wrong." He smirked. "But whatever makes you feel better, I suppose."

"Have we met before?" Clary got the sense that since they were alone, Jace was allowed to answer some of her questions, and that she was allowed to ask.

"Define 'met'?"

"You look familiar."

"We've never spoken or been introduced, no. But I do know who you are. I'm actually disappointed that you don't remember me from childhood though. I've always made an impression on people."

She shook her head. "I don't remember, but don't be offended. I don't remember anything from before I was twelve."

He raised a brow. "That's a very specific age to loose your memory."

"I wouldn't know."

"Of course. Well, the important thing is that now we've met. I'm Jace Lightwood, you're Clarissa Morganstern-"

"Clary, actually," she said. "Clary Fairchild."

"That's your mothers maiden name."

"It's my name."

"Sounds like an identity crisis." He smirked at her.

She shrugged. "Just because you have a problem with it, doesn't mean I have to. I know who I am and my name doesn't change that."

"There's power in a name," he said, off hand, like he didn't really care.

"'What's in a name,'" she began. "'A rose by any other name would smell as sweet.'"

"I think they smell bitter, actually."

"I get the sense that most things are for you."

"I'm hurt, truly."

"Why should that bother me? I don't know you."

"Would you like to?"

Clary lifted a brow. "Are you flirting with me?"

"If you'd like."

"I have a boyfriend," she said.

"That doesn't affect me."

"I don't see how it would."

"Then why say it?"

"To keep you from flirting with me."

"Should I stop then?"

"If you'd like."

"So why is your mom in a coma?" Jace asked suddenly.

"I don't think that's really any of your business, to be honest."

"Because she was fine when we saw her. People don't generally just fall into comas for no reason-especially shadowhunters. We have great immune systems."

"My mom is none of your business."

"And you were being so open and friendly just a moment ago. Is your family a tough subject?"

"No. But it's not your business, Jace-ah! That's it!" She gasped. She ripped the sketchbook out of her bag and and opened it to where the golden page sat between the sketch of a ravenour demon and a half-done sword.

Clary unfolded the page and showed it to Jace. "It's you and Alec." She knew he was seeing the same picture, but it was different in his eyes.

Jace saw a drawing done by a strange girl that showed him and his brother/friend in absolute detail-right down to the scars on Jaces hand and the wear in Alec's clothes.

He stared, unblinking. "How…"

Clary stayed silent. She had no idea.
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Chapter Eight

Clary was sitting on the cot in the infirmary. She was alone in the room, but she could faintly hear Jace talking outside. Though she couldn't hear the words, she knew what they were. Apparently, even shadowhunters find it unusual when someone draws a picture of someone they've never seen before. He was showing Alec, Isabelle, and Maryse the drawing and telling them what she'd said about it-how it wasn't finished.

It was weird to know that people were talking about her though. It kind of felt like she was an experiment or a lab rat-at least they hadn't stuck her in a glass box and stared at her. She didn't know much about shadowhunter procedure, but even that would have been a bit much. It was in the same area as kidnapping, but a little harsher-just a little.

Bored of doing nothing, Clary pulled out her sketchbook again, along with her pencils-the travel set, of course. The graphite slipped across the paper and seemed to have a mind of its own as Clary got lost in her thoughts and her task.

As she drew, she thought about those weird dreams she's been having. Being kidnapped and knocked out had left her dreamless, but she'd had strange dreams twice, along with countless 'visions'-God, hadn't she been normal two days ago?

God, had it only been two days? It felt like half a lifetime ago that she'd been sitting eating pancakes with her mom and talking about boys and kissing, since she'd stayed up late and texted with Simon. Here in this strange place, being held captive by strangers, it even felt like a lifetime ago that she'd been sitting in the car talking to Jonathan.

The door of the infirmary opened, and the four shadowhunters walked in together. Maryse held Clarys drawing in her hand, which she set down on the little nightstand beside the cot. She was about to say something, but she stopped and stared wide-eyed at Clarys lap.

"Clarissa, what is that?" She said, pointing to her sketchbook. "Where have you seen it?"

Clary looked down. On the page was an oddly intricate drawing entirely of colored graphite pencils. It was some sort of chalice, gold in color, with a series of rune-like designs, though Clary couldn't tell if they were runes or just design. Beside it, half finished in grey graphite was a sketch of a box of miscellaneous items: a tarot card, an old cookbook, a gym bag, a cosmetic bag, and an old planner book.

It was the cup that drew her attention, of course. If real, she imagined it would be heavy, but about the size of a wine glass.

She shrugged. "I was just doodling."

"May I?" Maryse asked, holding out her hand for the book.

Clary handed it to her. "Why is everyone so interested in my drawings? They're good, but they aren't that good." It was meant to be a joke, but nobody so much as smiled.

"Clary," Jace said. "Where have you seen this? The cup?"

"I don't know. It's just a drawing of a cup. I don't even know if I've seen it. Why does it matter? Guys, it's just a cup."

"It's the Mortal Cup," Maryse said. "It's a precious object to shadowhunters, and one of the three Mortal Instruments."

"It's a cup." Clary said.

"Yes, but not just any cup," Jace told her. "That cup, the real one of course, not the drawing. The Mortal Cup, when used correctly, can be used to turn mundanes into shadowhunters."

"Or control demons," Alec added.

Clary blinked. "Those are two very different things for a cup to do, even if it is a magic cup."

"It's the cup that the Angel gifted to Jonathan Shadowhunter," Jace said. "I'm sure you know the story. He gave him the Mortal Cup to create shadowhunters, then the Mortal Sword and the Mortal Mirror-but nobody knows where that is. It's been lost to time."

"Well, I am a shadowhunter," Clary said. "Even if I don't look it. It shouldn't be so weird that I know what the cup looks like."

Jace shook his head. "You don't understand. We don't have the cup-it was stolen sixteen years ago, and no one knows where it is. And with your memory thing, you shouldn't be able to even recognize it."

"Wait," Maryse said, looking between Jace and Clary. "What 'memory thing'?"

"She can't recall anything from before she was twelve," Jace said. "She and Jocelyn disappeared around that time and have been living as mundanes."

"I have a block on my mind," Clary told Maryse. "That's what my father said."

"Valentine?" She asked. "I hadn't realized you'd spoken to him. You hadn't mentioned that he was in town either; only Jonathan."

"I was a little busy being kidnapped."

Maryse ignored her. "Perhaps Valentine can shed some light, perhaps whatever took your memory. If we could recover them, they could be very useful."

"I haven't done anything. My memories are only useful to me."

"I'll send for Valentine to join us." She looked at Clary. "Once we have everything sorted out, you can leave with your father."

"Thanks for that, but I really don't need your consent to leave with him."

Maryse left without acknowledging her again. Alec followed her out, but Isabelle and Jace stayed.

Once they were gone, Isabelle sat on the end of the cot. "So you really don't remember anything?"

"Before two days ago I'd never even seen a rune."

"Doesn't Jocelyn have them?"

"She was raised in Alicante as a shadowhunter," Jace said. "Of course she has them."

Clary shrugged. "When I saw her at the hospital I saw them on her, yeah. But before that I never did."

"Must be a strong block," Isabelle said. "To forget runes and such even as you see them...it's powerful. Who could have put it there?"

"My father told me it was a warlock."

Jace looked away in thought. "A warlock willing to help a somewhat rouge shadowhunter? Let's see...Magnus Bane, if they were in good standings and if she had the money...Ragnor Fell has always been in good standings with the Fairchilds, and Malcolm Fade with the Morgansterns…Theresa Grey, perhaps with assistance, but she's been working with the Iron Sisters, so that kind of act might be some violation of the Accords…" He shook his head. "I'm sure there are others, but none of them are even nearly powerful enough."

"Or old enough," Isabelle added. "Tessa isn't old enough, but she's learned from Magnus, so she may have the know-how."

"Tessa," Clary said without thinking. "I was supposed to call her."

They blinked at her. "Did you?" Jace asked.

She shrugged. "Honestly? I don't remember." This wasn't a true lie, since the whole encounter the other night was a blur. The real question was whether or not Tessa had known she'd tried. She would have to be able to check her call history, and for that she would need her phone.

"Do you have her number?"

"Not off the top of my head, no," Clary said.

He rolled his eyes. "Is her number in your phone?"

"It's a new phone."

"That's not what I asked."

"I don't have my phone."

"That's also not what I asked."

"I can't say, then."

He rolled his eyes again. "Maryse has it." He sighed. "I'll go tell her." He looked at Isabelle. "You mind hanging out for a bit?"

She shrugged. "Nothing better to do."

Jace left.

"So do you have any runes?" Isabelle asked after a long minute of silence.

"No."

"Oh, right. You were twelve when you left." She shrugged. "That's normally when we get our first."

"I know."

"You do?" She looked surprised.

"Jonathan told me."

"Oh. Of course. I thought it was weird that you knew stuff about shadowhunters. Honestly, it kind of threw me off."

"Isabelle?"

"Yeah?"

"Are Jace and Alec your brothers?"

"Why?"

"Because you and Alec look like Maryse, and Jace doesn't look anything like you guys. But he said he was a Lightwood. It's just been bugging me."

"Alec is my brother, and Maryse is our mother, yes. Jace is my brother too, but we adopted him."

"Is he your cousin or something?"

"No, but his family was close with ours. His parents died when he was young, so he came to live with us. His parents would have wanted him to." She shrugged. "But he's been here since he was eight or something, so he's become my brother."

"What about your father?"

"He's in Idris."

"Up until yesterday I thought my father was dead. That's what my mom told me."

"Jonathan too?"

"She told me I was an only child."

"So you woke up yesterday and suddenly had a father and brother, and a mother in a coma, unable to explain why you couldn't even remember them?"

"Basically."

"Wow. You know, I'm surprised you and Jonathan are so close, considering you don't remember him at all."

"My heart remembers him," Clary said. "It's my head that doesn't. Same with my father."

"'The heart wants,'" Jace said, suddenly walking in. "'What the heart wants.'" He sat on the same cot as before. "Your father is on his way." He tossed something on the cot beside her. "And you can have this back."

It was her phone, fully charged. "Thanks." No new notifications. Of course not-her mom was in a coma, Simon knew she was dealing with things,she and Jonathan hadn't exchanged numbers yet.

"Well," Jace said suddenly, standing back up. "This is fun and all, but I'll be in the training room."

"Wait, that's no fair!" Isabelle said. "You can't just leave me-besides, mom said we both have to stay with Clary."

Jace held up a finger. "Actually, she said we should both stay with Clary. A suggestion is not an order."

"Jace!"

He sighed. "Well why don't we all go then? I'm sure Clary could use a few tips."

"At what?" Clary asked.

"Training," he said, like it was obvious. Seeing her expression, he continued. "Weapons training, battle art...you know, shadowhunter training. In the training room."

"I'd rather draw," she said.

"You can if you like, just not here. Come on."

Sighing, Clary grabbed her stuff and followed Jace and Isabelle, feeling like a pet.

They walked through hallways and up stairs, coming to a stop at a door that looked exactly the same as all of the others. It opened to a big open room the size of an Olympic pool.

One wall had weapons of all degrees-swords, ninja stars, chakrams, knives, daggers, maces, staffs, battle axes, whips, and arrows. Another wall was painted with a red target, worn from being stabbed repeatedly. There was a rock wall along the third wall, which also had a door that was open, and Clary saw what looked to be a gym-style locker room with shower stalls. Throughout the room were gym mats, more targets, punching bags, wooden pillars covered in cuts, and a lonely treadmill in the corner with a newer-looking stereo on it.

"You can do whatever you like," Jace told Clary. "Draw or whatever, or join in." He looked to Isabelle. "Wanna spar with me?"

"Sure." She shrugged.

They went to the wall of weapons and each selected their manual death machine of choice. Isabelle picked out a metal staff, and Jace went with a set of twin blades. Clary, meanwhile, sat against the wall beside the door and pulled out her sketchbook. She tested a few colors for tone, selected a sharpened pencil, and started to draw.

In front of Clary, on a gym mat, Jace and Isabelle established their codes of conduct and began to dual.

Isabelle, in her black crop top with lace up sides and leather corset-accented jeans, lashed out at Jace with her staff. Jace blocked by crossing his blades and jumping backward. He jumped to the side and made a swipe at Isabelle, who dropped almost flat to the mat and kicked out one of his legs. He backflipped, landing back on his feet, and rushed her. Her staff connected with his shoulder and he gasped and slashed at her. She jumped back to avoid getting cut, and ended up on her back.

"My point," he said, grinning like a little boy.

"Lucky shot," Isabelle grumbled, accepting his hand to help her up.

"What if you get hurt?" Clary asked suddenly, not looking up from her sketchbook.

Jace shrugged. "We just use an iratze."

"Even if you get stabbed?"

"Even if we get stabbed."

"Huh."

Isabelle looked at Clary, then Jace, then Clary again. "Clary," she said. "Do you want to try? You're a shadowhunter, so you should be able to fight, right?"

Clary looked up. "Oh, no. I don't have any experience with that kind of stuff."

"Of course you do!" Jace said. "You were raised like us. Your body remembers things your brain doesn't."

"Come on," Isabelle said. "It'll be fun!"

Sighing, Clary dropped her pencils onto her book and closed it gently. "Fine. Trying won't hurt. But I don't think I can fight."

It turned out that she was right. Her movements were clumsy even without a weapon. Isabelle allowed that perhaps a staff wasn't her ideal weapon, and that it was possible that the block in her mind was stronger than they realized.

"It's lack of practice," Jace said bluntly. "And a lack of responsibility." He clapped a hand on her shoulder. "Don't worry, Clary. You'll get there."

"If you want to," Isabelle said quickly. "Nobody can force you to train as one of us, even if you are one of us."

Clary shook her head. "No, I want to. Maybe I'll never use it, but I should know how to fight."

"So you actually want to learn?" Jace said, hiding his shock with sarcasm. "Are you sure you don't just want to play with your coloring book?"

Her glare shut him up fast.

He cleared his throat. "Um, how about we start with something easy? Like...target practice."

"Fine by me."

Before anything more could be said, the door opened and Alec stuck his head in. "Isabelle? Mom wants you." He gave a nod to Clary and Jace before disappearing, Isabelle following behind him.

Jace walked to the wall of weapons and put his blades back, then grabbed a few simple-looking knives. Clary followed him toward the target painted on the wall, stopping about ten feet away.

"Okay, so I'll do one, and then explain the motions," he said.

He held the knife up, made a brief show of weighing it in his hand, then threw it into the targets center.

He proceeded to explain the center of gravity, body position, breathing technique, aim, and the throw itself. He repeated the throw, and retrieved the two knives.

"Ready to give it a shot?" He asked, holding one out to her.

She took it, weighing it in her hand the way he had.

"Got it?" He asked.

"I think so."

"Good. Now take your stance, aim and throw."

She did. The knife stabbed into the outermost ring, trembled for a moment, then fell to the floor.

"That was good," he said. "It fell out, but keep in mind that in almost every situation, it'll be hitting something more porous than wood." He went to pick the knife up. "The center of the target is idea, but in most cases, anywhere on the greater target will work for you, so hitting the center isn't the main thing." He stabbed the target, hard, where Clary had hit. From where she was standing, it was clearly visible. "This time, try aiming for the same spot, okay?" He handed it back to her.

Repeating the steps again, the knife hit just beside the mark that Jace had made, but fell to the floor once again.

"Good!" He grinned. "Aim is good." He handed her another knife. "Now, try to hit the first spot again, but this time put more force. Use your whole body." He demonstrated empty handedly. "We want it to stick."

Clary wasn't normally so impatient, but she felt like throwing a knife shouldn't have been such a difficult skill. Her motions were clumsy and too fast with her next throw, and Jace noticed. It fell.

He handed her a third. "Stance," he said. He stepped toward her. "Okay, straighten your spine." He slid behind her, adjusting her arms, keeping hold right below her wrists. "When you throw, move this way," he moved her arms, and she moved her body to follow. "Try not to think of it as a knife. Think of it as an extension of your arm. From the moment you take hold of it until the moment it reaches the target, the knife is a part of you. You have control over it, not the other way around. Now, breathe in, and release the knife with your breath." He stepped back.

Be the knife, Clary thought. Ha. But she did as instructed. Carrying her body through the throw, she watched as the blade buried itself into the mark, trembled a moment, then stilled. She straightened, gasped, and then pumped her first in the air. "Yes!"

"Good!" Jace said. She looked at him, and he was smiling. "See? You're a natural. Before you know it, that knife will be a seraph, and the target will be a demon. A demon you would have just killed."

Though the idea was gruesome, Clary grinned.

She continued to throw, aiming where Jace indicated, with success. He would occasionally adjust her stance from behind, give her demon-killing pointers, and Clary found herself engaged.

Jace was a good teacher. She didn't hang on his every word, but she knew the instruction would stick with her.

Once he was satisfied with her knife throwing, they moved on to swords. It was difficult because the swords were an awkward length for her, being so short, but she quickly got the hang of it.

She was so focused on her task that she didn't even noticed when the door opened behind her. Jace noticed, but he pretended not to.

"Now aim for the center of the target. Right in the middle."

Taking a breath, Clary stepped back, took the stance that now felt comfortable, and let the sword fly from her hand, hitting the center and burying the blade halfway into the wood. It didn't tremble.

Behind her, there was a small applause. Clary jumped about a foot into the air and spun around. Standing in front of the open door was Isabelle, Alec, Maryse, Valentine, and Jonathan. They all looked impressed.

"Wonderful job," her father said, going forward to put a hand on her shoulder. "You're a natural, Clary."

She beamed at him. "Thank you!" She looked at Jonathan, who had followed their father. "Hey."

He hugged her. "That wall didn't even know what hit it."

A silent image flashed across Clarys eyes. It was her and Jonathan in a yard she didn't recognize. They were standing in front of a target painted into a massive tree trunk, embracing. Over his shoulder, a sword was up to its hilt in the center of the target. She felt his words in her heart: that tree didn't even know what hit it, Clary.

Back in the training room, Clary suddenly felt something else. Though she knew it was cheesy, it was true that she felt like she belonged.

She felt in that moment that she was a shadowhunter. Simultaneously, there was an odd itching sensation on the back of her hand and over her heart. Runes flashed across her vision, their meanings bright in her head. Clairvoyant Sight and Angelic Power. When she looked around, she could see Clairvoyant Sight on the hand of everyone else in the room, and Angelic Power just slightly through the thin white of Jonathan's shirt. Peeking down, she saw her own blank hand, and felt more than saw the absence of runes on her skin.
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Chapter Nine

Five years ago

Clary sat on a bench in the garden with her sketchbook the was too big for her. She was drawing the fountain in front of her, trying to get the face right on the mermaid. Faces were hard, and it didn't help that the mermaids face was so high up. Thankfully, father had had it cleaned so she could draw it, which made it a little easier.

On the other side of the yard, she could see her mother and father strolling together on the path. It was a beautiful day, and she suddenly wished she had decided to draw them instead. They looked so happy and in love, picturesque in the sunlight of the midmorning.

"Watcha doing?" Jonathan asked, suddenly sitting beside her. The sunlight made his hair look lighter than usual.

"Drawing the fountain," Clary said, smiling as she showed him. "I can't get her face right."

"Do you need to get closer?" He asked. "It can't be easy to see."

"Yeah, but I'm not allowed to climb on it, remember?" She's tried the week before and had almost broken her arm. Mother had been furious, enough to threaten to get the fountain removed-father had vetoed the idea because the fountain had been part of the Morganstern garden since the manor was built. He'd had it cleaned to settle the matter, and made a show for mother of banning Clary from climbing it.

"Well you don't have to climb to get a better look. I can help!"

"I wish I could just do a far-sighted rune." Clary sighed, looking her her brothers hand.

He shook his head. "You just want a rune that stays. Come on." He took her hand and pulled her up, placing her book on the bench. He had her face the fountain and stood behind her. "Ready?"

"Yeah but what are-eek!" Jonathan placed his hands on his sisters waist and lifted her onto his shoulder in a single motion, wrapped one arm over her thighs and holding her calf with the other.

"Better?" He asked.

She giggled, looking down at him. "Jonathan!"

"Do you need me to move?"

She looked at the mermaid. "Yeah, just a little bit forward." He took two steps closer. "Perfect!" After staring at the mermaids face for a few seconds, she nodded. "I think I have it."

"Clary! Jonathan!" Mother cried, rushing over. "What in the name of the Angel are you doing?!"

"Looking at the fountain," Jonathan said. "Clary couldn't see it well, and she can't climb it."

Clary nodded. "He's just helping me."

"Jonathan," father said calmly, putting a hand on mothers shoulder. "Put your sister down, please. You're making your mother nervous."

"It's not like I'm gonna drop her!" He said, but still he knelt so Clary could jump down-jump because even when kneeling, he was way too tall for her feet to touch the ground.

"Please be careful, you two," father said. "Please. Jonathan, I know you have marks now, but you cannot control it yet. Your blood is strong, but your body isn't ready for it yet. And you," he pointed at Clary. "Have no runes and are breakable. Falling from even that height could ruin your body for fighting forever. I would hate to see you unable to draw with broken fingers."

Her eyes widened to the size of dinner plates, and she wrapped her arms around herself, something she did to keep from being scared. Jonathan wrapped an arm around her.

"I would never drop her!" Jonathan said, clearly upset. "I love her too much, and love make us stronger-you told us that, father! Love is strength, and strength never fails!"

Sighing, Valentine dropped to his knees and took a child's hand in each of his own. "I know, Jonathan, and it's true. But to keep you both safe, you need more strength than you have at twelve. When you get older, you will have the strength to keep your sister safe, but you have to train for that. And you want to be sure that your sister is safe right? And Clary, I know you would feel terrible if you had fallen and Jonathan had been hurt. You want to make sure he is safe too. You two are a team, and you must protect each other. Do you both understand?"

They nodded.

"Good. Now, your mother and I are going inside to get lunch, and will call you in when it's ready. Please be safe, okay? Don't do anything reckless." He stood up, and went to take his wife's hand.

When they were out of ear shot, Clary and Jonathan sat down.

"Aren't we supposed to be reckless?" Clary asked. "We're going to be killing demons in a couple years, isn't that reckless?"

He shrugged. "I don't know. I think it might only be reckless if you don't have the right training. So when you become, I don't know, sixteen or something, it's not reckless anymore."

"That makes no sense. Killing things that are trying to eat you is always reckless."

"Yeah, but it's our job, so it's not as reckless as other things."

"Like climbing on fountains and up trees and on the roof and being picked up?"

"I don't make the rules, Clary."

"But you should understand them."

"I think climbing on fountains and stuff is a different kind of reckless, Clary. Mother and father don't want us to do that kind of reckless stuff." He shrugged. "But it's not like I would have dropped you, so I don't know why that's reckless."

"I don't know, but I got a good look at her face so I think it was okay. We didn't break any rules." She smiled, then tilted her head. "Jonathan, do you think I'll be a good shadowhunter?"

"Why would you ask that? You'll be a great shadowhunter!"

"I'm scared that I won't be. I can't even see a statues face without help. Am I too small to be a shadowhunter?"

Jonathan shook his head. "You just have to know how to fight and use being small to your advantage. Mother isn't very tall, so I'm sure she'll be able to show you how."

"Mother is taller than me though."

"Yes, but you're only eleven. You'll get taller. I promise."

She beamed. "I want to be as tall as you and father!"

He laughed. "I don't think that you'll get as tall as me. Mother was a Fairchild, and Fairchild girls don't get tall."

"Do Morganstern girls get tall?"

"Sorry, Clary, but there aren't really any other Morganstern girls, and Grandmother is small too." Seeing his sisters pout, he put a hand on her shoulder. "Don't worry though! You know I'll protect you, Clary! I'll always be by your side, and I won't let anyone hurt you because you're smaller than them. I promise! Plus, I saw this picture and one of the guys was tall and the other was short, and they made a perfect team because of it."

"Were they parabatai?"

"Yeah."

Clary thought for a second, then looked serious. "We should be parabatai, Jonathan. We're always going to be together and protecting each other. Love would make the parabatai bond stronger, and being parabatai would make our love stronger. It would make us the best shadowhunters ever!"

He grinned. "You really want to? Being parabatai can be kind of hard, but I would be your parabatai, Clary."

"Do you think mother and father will let us?"

"They don't have to. Once you're twelve, we just have to tell the Clave, and we can do it. Then, nobody can ever take us apart, and we'll always be together!"

"So you really want to be my parabatai?"

"Of course, Clary. You know I'll always protect you and keep you safe."

Present day

Clary sat against the wall in the hallway of the Institute, across from the massive library. She'd spent a few long minutes telling Maryse, her father, and everyone else about the last four years with her mother. She told them how everything before that was so vague that it was like her life didn't start until she was twelve. She told them every city they'd lived in, the people her mother had met in the streets. She told them about how she'd never seen runes on her mother until she was in the hospital, and never on anyone before she'd woken up to meeting her brother. She told them what she could about her dreams, the drawings, and the runes. She told them about the small flash visions, the feelings about things that were true, and the way she seemed to just know what runes meant.

After all that, she had sat and listened to her father and Maryse talk. She'd asked to leave the library until they needed her or they could leave, and had been sitting in the hall since then. It had been twenty minutes already, which she had spent texting Simon.

Simon: we should get coffee tomorrow

Clary: just us?

Simon: Jonathan can come if he wants idc

Clary: I'll ask him but I kinda hope he says no

Simon: why?

Clary: because I'd like to just be with you

Simon: oh! Well you don't have to invite him then. We can just go alone

Clary: maybe. I'd like that

Simon: do you just miss me?

Clary: and stuff

Simon: oh okay. Stuff is good. I like stuff

Clary: stuff with me?

Simon: is kissing you considered stuff?

Clary: only if you like it

Simon: I like stuff with you

Clary: me too. Stuff is good. I like stuff.

Simon: good to know we both like kissing you

Clary: haha kissing is better with another person

Simon: I feel better about that

Clary: it helps that I like you haha

Simon: kissing you would still be nice even if I didn't like you

Clary: now I have no way to gauge if you still like me

Simon: haha you won't have to!

Clary: you're making me blush

Simon: cute

"You okay?" Jace said, coming out of the library and seeing her.

She put her phone down. "I'm good. How's it going in there?"

He shrugged. "It's boring. Your father couldn't get a hold of Tessa, so Maryse is leaving a message for her. It's all back and forth because we can't really know anything until...well until something happens." He sat down next to her. He was close enough that Clary could feel the heat of his body, but not close enough to touch.

"Sounds boring. It was boring when I left."

"It hasn't changed. There's nothing we can do until we know who put that block on your mind, or until your mother wakes up."

"Jace…" She paused, hesitant. "Did my mom do something wrong?"

"We don't know. There's a lot of things we don't know. But I can tell you that you haven't done anything wrong."

Her phone buzzed, but she ignored it. "My mom isn't a bad person. She had reasons for taking me away, and I know they aren't bad. I just don't know what they were."

"We don't know why. Shadowhunters are always innocent until proven guilty, but kept under watch until proven innocent. Your mother may be in a coma, but we still have eyes on her to be safe. It could be that she was running and took you and couldn't go back-we just don't know, Clary."

Her phone buzzed again, this time it was a call.

"You should answer that," Jace said. "It's annoying."

Rolling her eyes, Clary picked up her phone and answered it without looking at the ID. "Hello?"

"Clary?" A woman's voice said.

"Yeah, who's this?"

"Sorry, my name is Tessa. Are you inside of the New York Institute right now?"

"Why?"

"Well, because I am on my way there; I've just gotten off with Maryse Lightwood, and I have news. It's about your mother, so I wish to tell you first. It's against the wishes of the Clave, but she is your mother, and my information."

"What about Jonathan?"

"It's rather sensitive, so I would prefer it to be you alone. Or, rather, not you and your brother."

Clary looked at Jace, then away. "But someone would be okay?"

"Not ideal, surely, but yes. If you would like to make my acquaintance just outside of the Institute in five minutes, I will be concise."

"Okay. I'll be there." She hung up, then looked at Jace. "Wanna go on an adventure?"

He shrugged. "It's better that being in there."

They stood up. "Someone is meeting us outside."

He raised a brow. "Okay? Uh, the door is this way, on the first floor."

They walked down the hall a bit, turned a few corners, and got into a rickety elevator. Oddly, the room they came to was a massive thing with pews and candelabras and an alter adorned with a statue of an angel holding a sword and a cup-the mortal cup. Clary had never been the religious type, but she's gone to church a few times over the last four years. This looked like the main sanctuary of a church, though the kind of church people go to in movies, not real life.

Jace didn't pause in leaving the elevator, and led Clary straight to a set of huge doors that looked harder to pull open than Jace made it seem.

Outside, Clary recognized the building as the old cathedral she'd seen in the cab with Simon when they'd first met up. Interesting…

Coming into the gates of the Institute, shimming as she did, was a pale young woman, probably no older than twenty, with brown hair and gray eyes. She wore jeans and a cute oversized sweater the color of fresh snow. She smiled when she saw Clary.

"Clary!" She said. She had an English accent, and a pretty voice. "It's good to see you again-I'm sure though that you don't remember me." She looked at Jace. "And I'm certain you don't remember me at all, Jace. I've done my best to avoid this kind of meeting. I was there when you were born!"

He blinked at her. "Uh, I wouldn't imagine you would either."

"Sorry," she smiled. "I'm Tessa Grey."

"Oh!"

Clary looked between them. "Do you know each other?"

Tessa shook her head. "Not technically, no. We are relatives though, however distant. Jace is my…" She counted quickly on her fingers. "Great great great grandson." She smiled proudly, then waved her hand. "It doesn't matter though. I'm clearly not here for Jace-although if you'd like, I can tell you about your birthmark! Anyway, Clary, I think it would be best to be quick about this."

"Wait, about what?" Jace asked.

Tessa blinked. "I thought it best to tell Clary personally about what I know, so that she can process it all."

He looked between them. "That's what this is about? I don't think the Clave would approve…"

"Whyever not? Everything I am about to say will be repeated in the building behind you to other shadowhunters. I just think Clary should know first. It will be a lot to take in-I saw Clary and Jocelyn one time four years ago and it's a lot for me to swallow. May I?" She looked at Clary, then Jace, then back at Clary.

"By all means," Jace sighed. "We're listening."

She nodded, and looked at Clary again. "I was visiting a friend, and your mother tracked me down, saying that she needed my help. She told me-and mind you, I only recently realized that she was lying-that Valentine had stolen the mortal cup and was planning to do something awful. She said that you had learned of it and that he was going to kill you to keep you from saying anything. Jocelyn realized that the only way to keep you safe was to hide among mundanes. She asked me if I would conceal your memories and keep you from remembering your life in the shadow world, saying it was the only way to keep you safe. I told her that memory magic is very difficult, and especially for me. The only way I would be able to do it would be to keep the entire shadow world hidden from you, to make you forget it even as you saw it. She told me that it was alright and begged me to do it. It worked, and I replaced the space with a vague idea of moving around because she asked me to-so that when she moved to keep you safe from Valentine, it wouldn't be an odd thing.

"I also procured her an emergency back-up plan. Since your memories were not a threat, she needed to be able to make hers void as well. I gave her a potion that she was to take if Valentine came for her, and told her that I would keep you safe from him. I told her from the beginning to simple go to the Clave for protection in exchange for information, but she said that she had no proof and that Valentine was too clever. I kept my eyes open and informed her of his movements. Anyway, the potion was meant to make her unconscious and unwakeable so that she would be in no danger.

"I was visiting London when I got your message, and returned only this morning-I was finding a Portal immediately after hearing from Valentine himself, that you were with him and safe. I knew something was odd because Jocelyn had made him out to be your enemy. Valentine told me that you were with Jonathan, that you didn't remember them, and that you had a block on your mind. I told him what I knew and he soon received word from Maryse Lightwood-whose family, might I add, I also know very well. Anyhow, I portaled here as soon as I could, and spoke with Valentine and Maryse briefly. I called you as soon as I was close." She frowned. "I'm sorry Clary. But it seems that...that your mother was the person who stole the mortal cup. She is planning something bad." She perked slightly. "I can tell you, however, that because she took that potion, she can't complete it. I can also tell you that whatever it is that she was planning to do, hasn't been done yet."

"Are you sure?" Clary asked. "About everything?"

She nodded. "I'm afraid so. But the fact that she hasn't carried anything out is a good thing. Oh!" She snapped her fingers. "I can also tell you that she's been working with someone else. I'm not sure how, but she isn't the only person involved. It's actually possible that she could have a handful of people on her side-most probably who have no idea what's going on, or what she's really up to."

There was a knot slowly forming in Clarys chest. "Can you wake her up?"

Tessa shook her head. "I'm sorry. The potions antidote can only be made by the one who made the potion, and it wasn't me. I'm honestly more of a shadowhunter than a warlock. You'll have to ask the person who made it."

"And who would that be?" Jace asked.

"I got it from Magnus Bane. You'll have to ask him-and hope he's actually the creator. Potions and things trade hands often among warlocks with minimal resistance, I'm afraid." She shrugged.

"And my memories?"

"I'm sorry. I can't remove the block. It's designed to stay, but can be taken away by the correct warlock. The only problem is that, I mean, I could try, but the reason you want it gone is so you can find the cup. If I attempt to remove the block, you won't be able to recover the shadow world memory of the last four years. And should I tamper with it, those memories will be lost."

"Would Magnus Bane be able to?" Jace asked.

"Magnus is skilled in memory removal. If you want the job done right, so that you can recall where your mother out the cup, I suggest a visit to Malcolm Fade, the High Warlock of Los Angeles. He's the only warlock I know who would be able to do it without a doubt."

"Los Angeles?" Clary groaned. "This is so much harder than it needs to be."

"It's actually easier," Tessa said. "Because I created the block to last completely until someone removed it. Really, you shouldn't even be able to see me, or this place. In fact, you shouldn't even remember the word 'shadowhunter.'" She shrugged. "Imagine that. I can't tell you why it's fading in some places. I wish I could."

Clary nodded. "Thank you, Tessa. I...appreciate that you told me. I would have probably lost it in there."

"No problem. Speaking of, I should probably go inside and tell everyone else." She started to walk away, but Jace stopped her.

"What did you mean about my birthmark?"

She turned and pointed to her collarbone. "You know, the star?"

"How do you know about that?"

"Because everyone in your family has it. It's a great story, but the shortened version is that I turned into the Angel Itheriel, and touched William Herondale, creating a mark of Heavenly Fire. Once I was myself again, crisis averted, we went home and I ended up marrying him." She winked. "A lot of other stuff happened, but that's the gist of it." And then she made her way up the steps of the institute and disappeared through the door.

Jace and Clary stared at the door for a long time before sighing and shaking their heads.

"Wow," Jace said. "I can't wait to hear the long version of that story."

Clary laughed once. "Let me know what that happens. I highly doubt I want to hear the other half of my moms story."

"If it gets us the cup…"

"It's just a cup," Clary said.

"No it's not."

"I'm pretty sure it is, but you're the one who knows everything."

"Now that I know about my birthmark, I basically do."

"Do you know what we're gonna do now?"

"Yes, but I'll let you take the reins on it."

"What are we doing?"

"Waiting for everyone else to hear the story, then come up with a group plan. Maryse will probably go to Idris to tell the Clave-Valentine may go with her. We are all going to be told to stay put and not do anything reckless, an order we will most definitely break, and probably almost get us all killed at some point or another trying to get your memories back and find the cup." He paused and looked at Clary. "What?"

"Nothing," she said, hiding her smirk by looking away.


	10. Chapter 10

Chapter Ten

Clary found herself back in the training room, alone this time. Jace had shown her back, then headed to the library to join the others as Tessa recounted what had happened four years ago, and the things she had not understood at the time.

She couldn't believe it. Jocelyn, her mother, the woman who had loved her and raised her, was, for lack of better words, a bad guy. She was a villain of the shadow world, the shadowhunters, and the Clave. Clary didn't really care about the Clave, but she knew they were on the same side.

The side against her mom, apparently.

But it didn't seem right, looking back. When she thought of her mom, she remembered learning to write cursive, to solve complicated algebra equations, painting in the living room, eating pancakes for no reason, talking about boys, and watching Once Upon a Time every week. She remembered her mom crying while watching Titanic, and getting angry enough to shake when watching the news when they talked about war and terrorism and dogs being left in hot cars. Jocelyn didn't have a mean bone in her body-she couldn't even ground Clary when she did something bad!

Yet, stealing the mortal cup would have been treason against her people! Treason seemed out of bounds for the woman Clary knee, but everything seemed pointed at her.

If it was all true, Clary thought, maybe she didn't want her mom to wake up from her coma. Sure, the Clave would have their cup back, and Clary would still have her brother and father...but it would all be at the price of losing her mom. It would mean having to accept that her mom was bad, that she was capable of lying, stealing, treason, and worse-which depended on what her plan had been.

Sighing, she grabbed a handful of knifes and stood in front of the target.

"Focus on the act," she told herself aloud. "Don't think about mom. Think about being a shadowhunter."

So she did.

Inside the library:

Jonathan had been surprised to see Tessa-well, more surprised that she was so young. He had seen his fair share of warlocks, but it still shocked him that they looked so human. It wasn't the shadowhunter stigma or anything, it was that the word 'warlock' felt like it implied more then, say, a twenty-year-old girl with brown hair and jeans-even if her name was Tessa, a perfectly normal name.

He listened intently as Tessa told them about his mother: how she'd lied about her father and sister, begged to have Clarys memories removed, and portrayed himself and his father as criminals. He became angrier and angrier, and then suddenly confused.

"Wait," he said suddenly when Tessa paused to take a breath. "Did you just say you met Clary in the summer?"

She blinked at him. "The beginning of September, yes. Why?"

Jonathan looked at him father, then back at Tessa. "Because Jocelyn and Clary disappeared right after Christmas. If Clary knew what mother was doing, she would have tried to fight her. What were they doing for nine months before she asked for your help?"

The training room:

Clary sat down in the floor and stared at the painted target. A dozen knives and swords were emplaned in the center, a few more than halfway up the blades. She was panting slightly, the sides of her bangs clinging to the sweat at her temples. She felt a bit like she was floating, no longer grounded. Her life no longer made any sense.

Two days ago, everything was normal. It felt like forever ago. It felt like the life of a different person, but Clary was an onlooker to both: mundane Clary and shadowhunter Clary. She doubted even having her memories back would make it seem like one life-especially not her life.

Behind her, the door opened and she turned around to see Jonathan peering in.

"Hey," she smiled.

"Hey. Father sent me. We're going home now."

She stood up and grabbed her bag. "So what's next?"

"Father has sent a fire message to Magnus Bane to request a meeting. With any luck we should be able to see him tomorrow."

"Then we can wake up mom?" They walked down the hall.

"If Magnus created the potion that made her sleep, yes. But Tessa said those kinds of things move hands a lot, so we might have to keep looking. Hopefully he'll be able to help though."

She nodded. "Hopefully. So what's going to happen when she wakes up? If she's really stolen the cup and planned something...well, I don't know what I'm supposed to do when this is all over."

"If she has," Jonathan said slowly. "You'll have your memories back, and everything will make sense. I suppose you'll stay with us. We'll likely return to Idris to continue your training."

"What about...my life?" Clary asked. "I mean, I have a life here-school and everything."

"School's different for shadowhunters. We'll help you, don't worry."

"What about Simon?"

He sighed. "It's not definite that we'll return to Idris. If we don't, I don't mind staying in New York. It's nice. We'll have to ask father."

"I know Simon can't know about all of this, but…"

"You care about him," Jonathan said, shrugging like it was obvious. "You want to continue to have him in your life. That's not a bad thing." He stopped and put a hand on his sisters arm. "Clary, nobody is going to tell you to leave him behind. You have a say in your own life."

"I don't feel like I do. I mean, I've basically been kidnapped twice, my life has been flipped upside down, and I'm a shadowhunter. Nobody has asked my opinions on it. I mean, I'll do anything to wake up my mom, and I'm not complaining about having a family. I just…feel like I'm being pulled around and there's nothing I can do about it."

"Do you not want to be a shadowhunter? It's a hard life, Clary, but it's your life. I wouldn't blame you for wanting to continue to go to school and get coffee with your boyfriend and be a normal girl. As long as I can be a part of your life, I don't care what you decide."

"Kids," Valentine said, coming out of a door down the hall. "Are you ready to go?"

"Yes, father," Jonathan said. He smiled at Clary. "Think on it. For now, let's go home."
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Chapter Eleven

"Clary?"

The voice of her father snapped Clary out of her blank zone, and she looked up. She was sitting on a couch in the living room with her sketchbook, and Valentine was in the hallway, stopped and watching her.

"Are you okay?"

She nodded. "Yeah, I'm good. I just...couldn't sleep. Drawing usually helps, but I can't stop thinking."

"I understand." He leaned against the wall, and Clary noticed a steaming mug in his hand. "You used to have trouble sleeping as a girl, and I would always find you laying on the kitchen floor with a box of crayons and notebook paper. Always the sleepless artist, you were."

Clary smiled. "That sounds like me. I also have a habit of sitting and lying on floors."

"I remember."

"What are you doing up?"

"I got a fire message that woke me. I figured I'd check on you and your brother after I got a cup of tea." He shrugged. "It helps me stay calm."

"Me too. Jasmine makes me tired."

He raised the mug. "Me as well. The water is still hot, and the tea is beside it if you decide you want some. I'm going up to check on Jonathan and get some sleep."

"Okay. Goodnight, dad!"

"Try not to stay up too late, sweetheart." He hesitated a moment before turning around and heading for the stairs.

Clary sighed. It had been a week since they'd left the Institute. Magnus Bane had been out of the country and wouldn't be back for another day, so it had been a waiting game. Clary and Jonathan had been in the back yard every day training, him teaching Clary to fight with and without weapons, while their father tried to find out more about the mysterious nine months between when Jocelyn and taken her away and when Tessa had met them.

It was still weird to have a dad in her life-a caring man doing all the parental stuff her mom had always done. Unlike Jocelyn, however, Valentine couldn't cook, so all of their meals were take-out, paid and ordered by him, picked up by Jonathan and Clary. Tonight wasn't the first night that she's had trouble sleeping, but it was the first time she'd gone downstairs to draw instead of staying in her room. She hadn't seen any lights on on her way down, so it had been a shock to see her father standing there.

She couldn't imagine how surreal it was for them, her brother and father. For her, it was a strange feeling of belonging with context, but no memory. For them...For her father, it was surely a dream to have his daughter back; to see her sitting on the couch and drawing, or having her at the dinner table. For Jonathan, it was like being reunited with a childhood best friend. He was excited and happy, eager to spend time with her without caring what the activity was-earlier in the day, he'd been grinning like a fool over sitting on the back lawn to read beside her as she drew. While it was happy to have her back, Clary wondered if it was strange at all for them to adjust to her return. It had been four years, after all.

There was a creaking as someone stepped down the stairs. Thinking perhaps her father had forgotten something, she turned her head and said, "dad?"

"Shit," a voice whispered, followed by the sound of a plastic cup dropping.

Clary stood up as Jonathan's face appeared around the corner. He sighed. "By the Angel, Clary! You scared me." He bent to pick up the cup he'd dropped. "I didn't know anyone was up."

She wiggled her pencil. "Couldn't sleep so I can down to draw."

"Oh, of course. Yeah, you just scared me. I was coming to get something other than water."

"Hey, don't let me stop you," she smiled. "I was just going back up."

"Mind waiting a minute? I just...sorry! Never mind, you can go ahead." He turned and headed for the kitchen.

Clary followed him. "You just what?" She asked, leaning against the kitchen door.

"It's dumb," he said, shaking his head as he pulled out a carton of orange juice.

"You can tell me, Jonathan." She smiled at him.

"I just...I guess I'm just paranoid, thinking if I can't see you you'll disappear again. It's stupid, I know."

Clary frowned, and went over to her brother. She took the carton from him, midpour, and put it on the counter. She took his shoulders and wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close.

"I'm not going anywhere, Jonathan," she whispered. "I promise. You aren't going to lose me again, ever."

After a moment, she felt him arms around her waist, pulling her closer. His chin was on the top of her head. "I know. I'm just...afraid."

She tightened her hold on him. "Don't be. I'm right here. I'm with you, and I always will be. I promise you, I'm not going anywhere."

They held each other for a long time, standing in the darkness of the kitchen, taking comfort in each other's embrace.

Finally, Jonathan released her. He smiled. "Thank you."

"Don't thank me," she said. "You're the one who found me."

They headed back upstairs, hugging once more before separating to their rooms.

Clarys room now had all of her stuff inside. The three of them had gone through the loft and packed everything but Clarys things in boxes. Her new room was bigger than she'd ever had, so her things all fit nicely with room on the walls for everything she'd never had space for. There were new things too, things from childhood that she didn't remember-personal weapons that were still the right size for her, heirlooms she'd gotten for her birthdays. Her art supplies were spread neatly across her desk, as always, and she opened her sketchbook and placed it down.

The picture she'd done of Jace and Alec before meeting them was beside it, waiting to be finished-though it had been added to in the middle of the night, and she didn't remember drawing in Isabelle beside Alec, a whip around her wrist. Clary had tried working on it, but she could barely touch it without running into a metal wall.

Sighing, Clary laid in bed with her phone. She had a text from Simon from an hour before, so she decided to see it he was still awake.

Clary: how awake are you on a scale of 1-10?

Psymon: maybe like 8? Why? You ok?

Clary: I can't sleep.

Psymon: me either. Can't turn off the brain

Clary: did you try unplugging it?

Psymon: tried but it's wireless and I can find the outlet :/

Clary: I have a backup battery apparently.

Psymon: damn. Sorry. So what's on your mind?

Clary: right now? You.

Psymon: yeah?

Clary: I miss you

Psymon: I miss you too. Busy tomorrow?

Clary: I shouldn't be.

Psymon: you know how at Java Jones the first time we talked about digimon?

Clary: you're psymon in my phone :)

Psymon: I'd call you a nerd but I ordered the first season and it just came today

Clary: ooooooooo

Psymon: I could use a marathon partner

Clary: are you asking me on a date?

Psymon: only if you say yes!

Clary: I would love to be your nerd date

Psymon: bring your digivice cuz it's gonna get real

Clary: you should know I always have it

Psymon: just wanna make sure :P

Clary: have your a-game ready cuz I'm a marathon pro

Psymon: snacks!

Clary: I'll bring drinks!

Psymon: best date ever

Clary: :)

Psymon: are you flirting with me?

Soon after, Clary fell asleep, phone in hand.

6 IN THE MORNING

Clary woke up to the sound of knocking on her door, and Jonathan saying, "Clary! Wake up, it's time for training!"

Groaning loudly, she sat up and stretched. Mid-joint-pop, she realized that she wasn't in bed, but at her desk. Dropping her arms, she realized they were covered in smeared graphite. In the barely-there light of the early morning, she could see that her hands were completely grey, fading upward all the way to her elbows. Looking on the desk, she gasped.

The picture was done.

Along with a dozen other pictures.

The original now had Clary between Jonathan and Jace; an Asian-looking man with colorful hair behind Alec, his hand filling in the spot on Alec's shoulder; Simon was beside Isabelle, covered in runes and holding a seraph blade; and another Asian-looking man with a hooded robe covered in runes stood between Simon and Jonathan in the circle that they were all making. They were surrounded by demons, dozens of them, and more seeming to pour from a rough oval of purple. Clary held a sword with stars on it that matched Jonathan's, seraph blades in her belt.

The rest of the pictures, all greyscale, were faces. Some were demons, some monsters, and some human-well, sort of, because the humans looked more like zombies.

Gasping, Clary practically fell out of her chair trying to stand up, tripping over the leg and hitting the floor. There were more faces, stabbed into the wall with the tacks she kept on the desk. Each and every face on the wall was a shadowhunter, faces dead and screaming, runes cut in half and bleeding on their cheeks and necks. But that wasn't what had made Clary fall. It was a single face in the middle of it all, right in front of the original picture. It was a woman, smiling triumphantly, standing tall with a sword half hidden behind her leg-the same sword that Clary held. Her eyes looked into the first picture, right at Clary.

It was her mom.


End file.
